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PRICE TWOPENCE 




A British Inventor Designs — 



The 500 m.p. 




The inventor claims that the speed which Sphericars could 
expects «» average speed of 500 miles an hour — which would n 
in 45 minutes ■' A fascinating project. . . . 



h. cannon- 
ball car 



The Magnetic Sphericar as another 
vision of Future Transport 



L /J SPHERICAL car, propellec 

, /g, '* a new method of transpo 
W V inventor. H. K. Whiteborn. 

This amazing project, an impr« 
duced below, consists of a ” Spin 
shell of a magnetic substance, whic 
of giant solenoids along th. 

* it, « ’ 



•nek. 



Within the fxiernal case of the car arc one or more 
inner shells, nesting in layers of fluid (oil or mercury) so 
that internal friction is avoided. Sufficient ballast is 
carried in the bottom of the innermost shell lo ensure that 
it will keep an upright position, no matter how the outer 
shell may revolve, so that it would be perfectly safe for 
passenger travel. 

It has not yet been decided how the car should be stopped, 
but it is suggested that it should enter a stopping place 
through a slotted tube, the slots decreasing gradually in 
size, until it is stopped by air compression, 
attain is limited only by human endurance capacity. He 
can that the journey from London to Glasgow could be made 
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Worth £6.000 — but it cost 4d. ! 




The Man who 
Made 



*THE DIAMOND THAT COST 
FOURPENCE 



EYKR. head of the South African 
mr.nd combine, glanced morosely at 
sheet* of closely-typed foolscap, 
prices of the combine's output of 
steadily falling, and Meyer 
know the reason why. Production 
limited by agreement, which ap- 

■v. is cliallenging tin- combine by 
on the market. 

knew well enough that whilst din- 

• comparatively rare the price must 
git. Make diamonds as common ns 
■s on a beach and they’d be worth 
: as much. He pressed one of the 
ikelilc buttons on his desk, and a 
i Ins stuff appeared. 

You will communicate with our 
1 give them instructions that it is 
r that they locate the person who is 
t>» ma'krt. Tel! them to visit liio 
hotels. It is possible that some 

• lias struck it rich and is selling 
i to a hundred diffeienl people. 

it it imperative that the source ol 



a beaut i fill 
its depths. Hu 
i front of Meyer. 

” Wiiat d'yoti think of that! 

The diamond king lifted it carefully, took 
it to the light, examined it from ii dozen 
different angles. " It's perfect,” lie mur- 
mured, almost to himself. Suddenly he 
seemed to realise the position. lie swung 
round on the agent : “ It's worth every penny 
of six thousand. Where did you get it 
Whose is it ? " 



DIAMONDS 



carbon he mail” 
diamond*, made and told them to 
cheaply that the bottom f ell nut of the 
diamond market. *He nought to bedeck 
terrant girl t irilh costly gem*, but hit 
dream leant with the / lames of the 
furnace in which he performed his 
apparent miracle. 

By Michael THOMAS 

market. llis name is Jones — Nathaniel 
Meyer frowned. " 1 don't know the name. 

• No — u scientist.'' the agent said softly 
Meyer brushed the pa pels, aside in sudden 



* * 1 1 'a mine,*' the agent said quietly, with 
a queer smile playing about the corners of his 
month. ' Nathaniel Jones sold it to me— 
for fonrpenee ! ' ’ 

Meyer staggered, bis lips opening and clos- 
ing on the words that wouldn’t lotue. At, 
lust lie, spoke : 
from this nu 
nothing? " 

The agent nodded : 



lie i 



- tin 
e like i 



"That's the truth, 

, himself ; he's made 
Not common yellow 
nd the reds that fetch 
selling them i 



Miked up as the agent entered, and 
cn got straight to the point. 

• found the man who is killing the 



• Making them." 

” Making them? You're mad ! They turd 
- — ury ago — and failed to get the 
Thirty years ago they tried 



hundreds n. 
stones, but the blues a 
the price. And he's 
thing from twopence to a shilling each, and 
making v hat lie calls * a fair profit ’ on 
t ■ i , i . " lie's only just started, but unless wo 
fix him quick they'll be selling genuine dia- 
mond necklaces in the sixpenny stoics.' 

Meyer sank heavily iu his chair. When I,,- 
looked up the incredulity on Ills flcsSiy 
features had given place to an almost veno- 
mous cunning. “ We've got to stop him. van 
Dieman — got to stop him quick. The 
market's falling already. f_!et him to conn 



3 'The 



agon 



laughed. 
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Menace to the World’s Diamond Markets 



e ientist — and lie's mad. Anybody who sells 
diamonds ut four pence is mad, but this chap 
is right, off bis head. If you want to talk to 
hnn you'll have to go along and see him 
yourself. Von may be the biggest noise iu 
the diuinoiid fields, but this fellow Jones 
hasn't got enough sense to appreciate that.” 
lie strolled across to the -window, his soft hat 
perched insolently on the hack of his head. 
Meyer sal hunched over his desk, his fingers 
drumming on tile polished mahogany At 
last he spoke : "All right. I'll go and see 
him. Leave his address with my secretary." 

The agent moved to the door. ' And don’t 
tell anybody what you’ve tobl me.” A 
sudden ruspit ion crossed the diamond king's 
mind. " What nre you going to do with that 

“ Reckon I’ll have to sell it. Don't get 
enough salary to enable me to keep it until 
the prices rise again — if ever they do.” He 
leered at Meyer. 

“ What do you want for it? " 

“ I’U take six thousand— from yon," the 
agent said slowly. 

'■ Six thousand ! It’s not worth more than 

" Six thousand — you said so your- 

self," the agent grinned. 

Meyer wrote out a cheque, and the four- 
penny diamond changed hands. Long after 
the agent had left. the. diamond king stood 
by his desk, gazing intently at tho stone. 
1'heu. with » -hr on. he- opened the door of 
the electric furnace in the adjoining work- 
room and flung it into the glowing depths. 



3f. MR. JONES SELLS DIAMONDS 

A ‘“ 1- 1- AltK NTL yTk ’ -.aced 

the world’s diamond markets lived in » 
ground-floor and basement suite in Sackville 
Row. in this somewhat squalid neighbour- 
hood Meyer's luxurious car was conspicu- 
ous, and that was tiie one thing the diamond 
king wished to avoid. It was a blow to his 
pride to have to leave his palatial offices in 
order to meet an unknown scientist, but it 
was likely to be a severe blow to his banking 
account if any of the independent mine- 
owners got to know of what was going on in 
Sackville Row. 

He knocked at the door and found himself 
face t.n face with one of the biggest young 
meu :! had ever been bis misfortune to 
encounter. He stood all of s:x feel six in 
bis socks, he had a chest like a gorilla, he 
would bare commanded a record salary as a 
professional " . hncker-out. 1 

He glared a! Meyer with a surly, ” What 

The diamond king drew liis podgy figure 
to bis full height so that his little round eyes 
<ame somewhere level with the other's top 
waistcoat button. '* I would like to have a 
few words with Mr. Jones,” he said, forcing 
a conciliatory smile. 

" Mr. Jones is busy; be can't sec no- 
body.” 

" Tell him I've come to talk to him about 
— about diamonds." Meyer said desperately, 
and — apparently that last word must have 
carried past the door-keeper's ear. From 
somewhere inside the house u thin quuvoring 
voice called, “ I will seo him! " with almost 
childish excitement. 

Not without considerable misgivings the 
diamond king entered. lie waited for the 
big fellow to close the door ami lead the 
way. and followed the huge figure into a back 
room and down a flight of stairs lo what wns 
obviously the basement. 

Meyer didn't quite know what he had ex- 
pected. but be hadn't expected anything 
quite Lko this. A large room with raftered 
roof and bare brick walls. A room of inde- 
scribable confusion tliat bore a dose resem- 
blance to Meyer's own interpretation of hell. 
The temperature down there must have been 
well over a hundred, yet the man he had 
come to see was dressed in a shabby cloth 
suit that iucluded both jacket and waistcoat. 
He was bending over a furnace, perspiration 
rolling unheeded down his sallow cheeks, his 
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loserf at 



Cuiir.l 



glinting madly. He swung I Tie door 
ud, turning, became aware of Meyer. 

" What do you want ? " he demanded with 
sndden anger. " Percy, throw this man 

The diamond king started to explain, keep- 
tchful eye on the giant, who was 
-cy. Nathaniel Jones didn't appeur 
to hear him, then Percy explained lliat lire 
gentleman had called to discuss diamonds 
aud I hat he — Jones — had asked lo see him. 

A change came over the mailman's face. 
The suspicion gave place to kindly benevo- 
lence; he literally over whelmed Meyer with a 
gust of enthusiastic welcome. ” You have 
i-ome to see my diamonds ? Perhaps you will 
buy a few — beautiful dia mond s, not expen 
stve. Here " — he picked up a magnificent 
red stone — " you may have tins one for uine- 

Meyer recoiled in horror. The man was 
mad, stark, staring mad. That stone must 
be worth n small fortune. 

Nathaniel Jones looked hurt. ” X inepenee 
is loo much, eh ? ' he queried. ” All right, 

MEN who harp Made 
DIAMONDS 

Almost the real thing produced by 

artificial means but the process cost 

more than the diamond was worth 

T HK diamond la chemically identical with 
common graphite or charcoal : only 
c * irnlly i it differ bom them -hard 
where irruuhte is very soft, almost colon r- 
-arrpurent where graphite is 




a reproduce the conditions 
u'crnciblo ccntainrng pure 
The carbon diwolved in 
while the material was lit 



to you I will si'll it for eightpenco — but not 
a penny less. It cost me sixpence to make, 
didn t it. Percy? He turned to the giant 
for confirmation. 

Percy nodded dumbly. 

“Thanks, I’ll have it,” Mever choked. 
Then: "But how do von do it? These 
stones are perfect." 

Jones grinned, mi imbecile's grin : " It is 
ail so simple . . . once one has located the 
Missing X. 

"The Missing X?" Meyer queried. 

The lunatic broke into a torrent of ex- 
planation, his words tumbling over orra 
another in the fever of excitement. Never- 
theless, Mover managed to obtain a vague 
idea of the method of production. Appa- 
rently Jones hud started by dissolving pure 
carbon in molten iron. The liquid was then 
cast in a mould and. when the exterior had 
solidified, the mass was suddenly cooled by 
a stream of iced water. Apparently this 
caused the onter husk lo contract and com- 
press the interior. Part of the carbon was 
then found to separate out and crystallise os 
a diamond. 

Jones had got as far as that, but all the 
stones bail been very small and lacked the 
normal hardness. Then he had discovered 
that diutnunds. on combustion, leave a con- 
siderable iie|iosit of ash. The better tho 
diamond the less ash. Apparently, it had 
been this ash that liad provided him with 
what he termed “ The Missing X ” — the 



substance that enabled Trim lo produce pepf 
feet diamonds of almost any size. 

” You see,” Nathaniel Jones finished .is 
he hud begun, “ it is all so simple." 

Meyer nodded. Ho wanted to tell this 
lunatic tliat lie was not so much concerned 
with hoe the diamonds were produced bub 
with what Jones intended to do with thorn.' 
One thing was certain; he wasn't going to 
be allowed to flood the market with them. 

That sort of thing would mean disaster. 
Tilt- world's diamond mines would clow 
down ; thousands of people would be ruined ; 
hundreds of thousands flnng ont of work — 
what a sacrifice to the whim of a madman 
Meyer was mil part ■ ularly interested in tho 
world as a whole ; what did interest him was 
his own hankiug account and the dividends 
of the vast combine be controlled. 

He turned back to the scientist : “ What 
are yon going to do with all of these atones ? 
he asked, struggling to appear disinterested. 

•' Do with them? I’m going to sell them— 
sell them to all those people who, hitherto, 
have only dreamt about them. Diamonds 
have been the monopoly of the rich ; now my 
discovery will enable the servant girl to wear 
diamond necklaces that once were tho envy 
of even the wealthiest. . . ." 

.Meyer’s control collapsed : ” You can't do 
it!” he screamed. " You're mud; can't you 
see you'll ruin thousands '. What's going to 
happen to the jewellers who have thousands 
of pounds' worth of diamonds in stock ? 
What's going to happen to the people who 
have invested their savings rn precious 
stones? Wliiit about the workers . . . ?" 

Nathaniel Jones didn’t appear to hear him. 
" There are millions of working women who 
have never known the pride of possession 
that comes with precious stones: never gazed 
into the sparkling brilliance of a diamond. 
Just had to be content with staring at the 
photogr spits of Society women in the picture 
papers. To them . . . my discovery means 
everything. I shall sell my stones lo than, 
at a price ther can readily afford.” 

Meyer lost his temper : " I'm telling you 
you're mad. Jims You. won't do it; you 
can't Jo it I D'you hear that — you're np 
against everything. Quit— or regret it ! " 
" mg nu his heel, climbed the stairs and 



left 1 



ito his ■ 



s driv 



Within ten minutes be was in c 
with his general manager. He didn't li 
everything, but be told him enough, 
madman had got to be stopped — got 
stopped quickly . . . before the bolto 
on! of the market. And Merer v.as so 
that it would be done. 



^DIAMOND KING STRIKES 

D OWN there in t • :iJ diamond 

scientist and bis assistant were working at- 
full pressure. 

None knew the exact relationship between 
Nathaniel Jones and the giant of a man he 
had named Per- y. There was some strange 
bond bf-ino/'u them — perhaps the brilliant 
mail's childish pride in impressing tile fuel 
with his genius. Maybe the giant, lived only 
to supply that physical strength that |iis 
master lacked. Nobody ever knew. 

Jones was working at tho bench, carefully 
measuring carbon and that mysterious ” Miss- 
ing X.” Petty wns hovering around the 
furnace, hut huge frame streaming with per- 
spiration. Then the door flnng epen, and 
Percy swung round with a startled grunt to 
find himself looking dorm the short barrel 
of a revolver. He t.-si there, month half 
open, t Tie while his doggish brain struggled 
to get a grasp of the >i!natn>o. The scientist, 
boried in hU rah illations, amt on work ,g 
‘ Stand a wav from that tench, and get 

The sciential look'd round. lie iray have 
been mad. but he bad sense enough to appre- 
ciate that to disobey meant sndden death. 
{Turn or Cl to /stye 626) 
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The Attack on the Man who Made Diamonds 



Tbe scientist and his “ bodyguard *’ swung round to find themselves looking down the short barrel of a revolver. 
“Stand away from that bench, and get your hands up! " the gunman said. 
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Continuing 



Priceless Jewels consigned to the Furnace 

The Man Who Made DIAMONDS 



1 Nathaniel Jones had no wish to die 
until his dream hail come true. 

"What do yon waul?” lit! asked, in a 
queer, high-pitched voice. 

The man with the gun moved forward with- 
out replying. Three other men followed him. 
The gunman motioned to the scientist ami Jus 
servant to stand in the far comer. Covering 
them with the revolver, n sardonic grin play- 
ing about his mouth, he spoke: ''You've 
been told once to-day that you'd bum your 
lingers if yon went on playing with furnaces. 
But you were obstinate, and obstinate people 
don't gel on well with my hoss.” He turned 
to the other men : " Ail right, boys, get to 

The three of them flung themselves at tlio 
delicate apparatus on the bench, sweeping it 
to the floor and trampling it underfoot. A 
crow-bar prized loose the electric furnace 
and smashed the flowing filaments, 

Thu mad scientist, with a wild cry. Hung 
himself at them, only to sink to the floor as 
the dubbed revolver crashed On the back of 
his head. Percy, his great fists clenching 
and unclenching, hurtled forward os Jones 
■went down. ’The man with the crow-bar 
brought the heavy iron bar down with a 
sickening thud on 'the giant's head. But. it- 
took a second blow before his fingers loosened 
on the gunman's neck. 

For a few minutes the work of destruction 
continued. Nothing was spared, even the 
powerful elect i ic lights were smashed. Then, 
with a final satisfied gl.v., e a: the :wo men 
ing unconscious on the tl.xnr tl <-v »rrl i.u 
the stairs and out fi the 'non-. 

l'ercy was the first to cm. , ni.d. Hr 

c. i.eued his eves and gazed stu; i-ilv ..t the 
debris that littered the floor In On wtin- 

d. -uki.ess ut the besemenl it took liini several 
n imit-s to locate the unconscious figure ■ 
Nathai .lore - I •• I.bi-it staggered to Ida 
foci and -e-t to work '.o shake bis ir. istrr into 
consciousness. That done, he united for the 
scientist to speak. 

Jones sat up and looked painfully around. 
Bis mad brain seemed barely to register 



aide” * 



I, necessarily profit- 



the confusion that sm rounded 
turned first to his servant, a queer tend* 

„i. - •• -ni - , 



He 



n his Iiich-iutdied voice : " They have 
HOf, hurt my Jifflfi Percy ? ” 

The giant shook ids head vigorously, but 
his fists clenched arid his eyes glinted with 
the light of battle. 

Tbc scientist smiled: "Yes, I know, you 

you found them. You would hammer them 
with those great fists of yours ; you would 
pay them - back in their own coin — With 
physical violence. That is not my way.” 
lie paused, his head sunk ou his chest. 
Wien he looked up there was insane cunning 
on his face : " That is not my way.” he 
repeated. His tone changed : “ Upstairs — 
you know the place — you will find a wash- 
leather bag containing one hundred of our 
choicest stones. You "will false that bag and 
go out into the streets. You will give ouo 
of the stones to every poor man, woman or 
child you meet. Only when the bag is empty 
will you come back. You tradersl and ? " 

" ics. But if I see any of those irioa 
shall I choke " 

"You do not understand. Distribute the 
slones as 1 have said. Perhaps Mister Meyer 
will see that those men arc choked. . . ." 

The servant moved slowly up the stairs. 
Nathaniel Jones, the insane grin still linger- 
ing, commenced slowly and methodically to 
m*.ke a detailed list of all the new apparatus: 
that would he required. 

Meanwhile Ilia servant gave a fortune 
nway . . . and the diamond market slumped. 

J^ DiAMO NDS ' 'maB'e 'fOR " 
DESTRUCTION 



M 



EYER'S hired roughs reported, and 
Moyer ivmj satisfied. Even n lunatic 
i: id be made to understand that to rnanu- 
ctuve diamonds at foui pence and to sell 



Thou the diamond king's telephone com- 
menced to ring, and went ou ringing all 
that day with few intervals. Agents were 
reporting that they were being overwhelmed 
by tile dowu-u nil-outs of the town who had 
diamonds to sell. Prices were falling rapidly. 

Meyer instructed his own confidential en- 
quiry men to find out what was happening, 
and in due course they returned to report 
that a few hours previously a man had gone 
through the streets of the town giving away 
some of the finest stones that ever came out 
of the ground. A huge fellow he was, with 
blood oozing from a nasty cut in his skull. 
It whs then that a panic-stricken Mever con- 
templated murder for the first time in his 
not entirely blameless career. 

This lunatic Jones had got to bo removed. 
He'd been warned: he'd been beaten up 
. . . and Meyer had lost. A bullet out of 
the darkness: a street accident; a fire . . . 
anything to put a stop to his activities, lie 
called together the four men he laid employed 
earlier in the day, and Treasury notes 
changed hands. 

His instructions were lucid : “ Get Jones. 
Wait until that servant fellow of his is out, 
then slip down to the basement and do the 



RADIO T Si AIN 
ON TOUR 

A TRAVELLING showroom, which will 
demonstrate all the latest radio re- 
ceivers produced by a gramophone com- 
pany, has lust set out on a 3,000-mile tour 
of the country. 

It is taking exhibition sets of every re- 
ceiver produced by the company to the 
dealeig v.ho are taken in hy the gr.ent cir- 
cular tour, and this certainly seems a novel 
mid effective way of helping sales. 

Hidden in the roof are the aerials needed 
for demonstration purposes, and the train 
even has its own power station on boat'd to 



ndio-gra. 



job. With the big chap out of the wav you 
need not fear interference. Be as quick as 
possible, and remember that if you're caught 
you can’t rely on my help. Now get to it." 

They got to it that night, when i.t was 
sufficiently late to he dark, but not lute 
enough to make I heir loitering outside tlio 
house in Snekville Row conspicuous. They 
kept to the shadows as the lingo hulk of the 
servant emerged from the door and moved 
up the street on some errand. They waited 
until he had turned the corner before they 
opened the door with a duplicate key and 
slid inside. 

Silently down, the corridor, into the back 
room, and descending the stairs to the base- 
ment. The brilliant lighting and the in- 
tense heat indicated that the scientist hadn't 
wasted any l*me in starting production again. 
The leader moved his head cautiously round 
the corner wall at the bottom of the stairs 
just iu lime .10 see Jones emptying a phial of 
carbon into a crucible of molten iron. 11c 
raised his revolver to fire, and then the fnles 
sided with the unsuspecting madman. 

Thu hastily improvised fuse that hud been 
destroyed that morning snapped and plunged 
the basement, into pitch darkness. Jones 
moved aside just as a bullet buried itself 
in tlio hrieks above the bench. His warped 
brain acted with lightning quickness. He 
flung himself flat on the floor and edged 
away, the while a fusillade, of bullets 
smacked into the wall above him. He heard 
one of them shout- for n light; heard another 
one growl : " Better gel out: guess that guy 
must be riddled like a nutmeg grater.” 



" Got to gel a light to make certain.” the 
lender insisted, but before they could strike 
a match someth lag thundered down the 
stairs like a stampeding elephant, They 
couldn’t see lo shoot; all they knew was that, 
the servant had returned and was running 
amok, determined lo avenge his murdered 
master. One of them screamed in agony as 
his arm was twisted bark and snapped tit 
the shoulder; another was picked up a»d 
flung to Lite concrete floor with a force that 
cracked his skull like an egg-shell. 

Then one of them managed to extract an 
electric torch from his pocket. He backed 
up the stairs, and a beam of light stabbed 
into the blackness. Percy was relent lesslr 
bending the back of (ho leader across his 
knee, when the other gunman fired. It 
caught the servant iu the shoulder and sent 
him spinning across the room like a gigantic 
lop. The gunman fired again, and a dull 
click from the hammer told him that his gun 

The leader, who had dropped to the floor 
as the servant released his hold, staggered lo 
liis feet and raised his revolver. Percy acted 
quickly. One huge fist snatched the crucible 
of molten iron from the furnace. The red- 
hot meltil ate into the flesh of his lingers, 
then he had flung it straight into the face of 
the crouching gunman. The crook went 
backwards with a shrill scream of agony, the 
molten metal eating its wa.y into him as ib 
streamed sluggishly over his body. The noise 
of stampeding feet in the corridor above 
recorded the sudden departure of the last of 

Of course the police come and asked a 
number of questions. All of the men were 
known to the police, and there appeared to 
be no reason to doubt the scientist's story. 
One. of the detectives was particularly inte- 
rested to hear about. Nathaniel's activities, 
but his official report to his superiors summed 
him tip as "mad, but- harmless. It is, mv 
optiiiou that, in his present slate of niini«Sf. 
woold be difficult lo have him certified.'’ 



card, and knew it. Siuce lie was dealing 
with a lunatic, it was up to him lo find a 
plan that would appeal to a mad mind. 
Meyer hoped he hud succeeded. 

1 ' How would yon like a big WV'oratiji y 
with all the latest apparatus; some where 
where yon could make your diamonds to your 
heart's content, eh? " he insinuated. 

The scientist's mad eyes gleamed. " Per- 
haps later, when I have sold more of ruy 
diamonds,” he said doubtfully. 

" Listen to me," the diamond king fol- 
lowed up quickly, "you want to sell your 
diamonds; I'm prepared to buy them. I'll 
build you ii factory where you can spend all 
your time making the diamonds. All you 
produce you sell to me, and I’ll pay you it 
standing price of £10.000 a year, you make 
the diamonds, and I'll — I Tl dispose of (licm. 
How’s that’: ” 

” It's wonderful.” breathed the scientist. 
“ Every day I shall make the diamonds — 
beautiful diamonds. You will pay me fceu 
thousand pounds every year . . . 

And with tliut amount- of money you'll 



And so it was arranged ; a contract between 
a harmless lunatic and a big business man. 
To-day the factory stands on the outskirts 
of a Soul h Africa ii city. In tlio magnificent, 
laboratories Nathaniel Jones and his giant, 
assistant, work eight hours per day in mak- 
ing perfect diamonds^ The. diamonds pass 
fj'nm the laboratory lo the polishing depart- 
ment, from there to the packing section. 
Tl ere I hey are carefully wrapped in cotton- 
wool, placed into pent, cardboard boxes, and 
passed to the dispatch department. 

And in the dispatch department — the de- 
partment, controlled by quo of Meyer’s most 
trusted servants — the parcels are carefully 
checked and placed on the chute Lhat leads 
down to the — furnace ! 
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A Humorous Story of an Experiment in Radiation 

Ray Control No. 1 




A Ray Controls the Emotions of 
Men. Makes Weak Men Strong, 
turns Sane Men into Maniacs, and 
changes Misers to Philanthropists. 
A Strange Experiment in Radiation 
— told in Humorous Vein. 

By EVERARD 

DALLAS 
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Controlling the Emotions of a Crowd 



knees, to stagger round the room, his face 
turning purple under the pressure of each 
new paroxysm of mirth. He was vaguely 
conscious of the shrunken face of the in- 
ventor watching him, saw him click that 
funny little camera-thing of his again . . . 
and then he found himself collapsing into a 

As he straggled to regain his breath, try- 
ing to still the fierce pounding of his heart, 
lie began to wonder what he had been laugh- 
ing about. It didn't seem so funny now. 
Harvey Huinisli's voice broke in on his 
thoughts : 

"You like my comtra . . 

Graham staggered to his fret. "What’s 
ilie big idea? What's that instrument for? 
What does it iJn . . ' 

"You shnnld know. Ha! ha! hi! Per- 
haps you still do not understand. Perhaps 
if you were plunged into the depths of 
misery; if your heart were wrung by sobs; 
if you were to experience- the bitterness of 



" Y’ou made me — that camera-thing made 
me laugh ! ’’ the reporter said with sudden 
realisation. " That devil-machine made me 
laugh until I nearly died. And now you 
threaten sorrow, black despair that would 
prompt me to suicide. That's right, isn't 
it ? ” he asked fiercely. 

"This is Bay Control No. 1," Hamish 
said slowly, his white lips creased in a ghost 
of a grin. " It is the latest creation of Har- 
vey Hamish— an apparatus that controls the 
human emotions. . . .” 



" You're mad, raving mad ! ’’ Graham 
broke in. “ You can’t do it. It's — it's im- 
possible ! ” 

The inventor tenderly deposited the in- 
strument on the insulated table and leaned 
fonvard towards the reporter. " You can 
tell tho world that it is not impossible, for 
Harvey Hamish has succeeded. Listen. 
Fifty years ago scientists found that when 
electricity was discharged into the gronnd 
every worm within range of the current 
would hasten towards tho source of the dis- 
charge. So they learned how to control 
worms ! They went a stage further — and 
experimented with the Human Mind. They 
found that- a short-wave ray produced de- 
iiriuru; that certain coloured rays prodneed 
hysteria almost to the point of insanity. Big 
employers of labour were experimenting 
with different lighting arrangements in 
offices and factories and found ihat this 
factor played au important part in govern- 
ing the tempers of the workers ! That was 
fifty years ago . . . and it. has not been im- 
possible to improve upon the efforts of those 
.early scientists.'’ 

Graham licked at his dry lips. ** You 



' That I have created Ray Control No. 1, 
that with it I control the human emotions. 
I made you laugh when you were not par- 
ticularly good-tempered : I could make yon 
cry when you were happy ; make you work 
when yoo felt- lazy; make you bravo when 
you were afraid. . " . Do you understand ? ” 
“ Y'ou're mad — mad ! 11 Graham choked 
wildly. "You can’t do it!’’ And, even 
as lie mouthed the words, he knew that 
Hamish could do it ; had done it : that he 
held the fate of tho human race in the 
palms of those skinnv, ckeuuY.iI-stnined 
hands. 



If A CROWD PANICS 



H ARVEY HAMISH smiled, his dried- 
up face twisting into a leer. 

"Ray Control No. 1," he whispered 
softly, us if to himself. .Suddenly lie swung 
round on the reporter like an animal at bay : 
" Ychi'vO from the Radio Ihrald you say? 
You'll go back to your office, and to-night 
the million listeners on your paper’s wave- 
length will be listening to the. lies yon tell 
them about me. Yes— you'll lie ! You'll ho 
afraid to tell them what I’ve told you — 
you'll think they won't believe it. You only 
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half-believe it yourself . . . despite my little 
demonstration ! " He laughed hysterically. 

Graham twisted his hat iu his hands and 
assumed a confidence he was far from feeling. 
" Yon can leave it to me, Mr. Hamish," and 
ho edged back across the room. 

" I'm going to make you believe it," 
lfamisll breathed savagely; "make you be- 
lieve every word — every minute — of it. Y'ou 
■•.ill come with me on a brief lour— a brief 
tour of demonstration, eh? We will put 
Ray Control No. 1 into practice, put it to 
the test amongst the general public. The de- 
monstration should be interesting, possibly 
amusing. What do you sav ? ” 

The reporter, looking into’ those rued eyes — 
watching those talon-like lingers fondling 

fusak Then his nose" for news got* the better 
of him. What a story it would make ! Not 
merely an interview with a man who had 
never before been interviewed, but the in- 
side story of Ray Control No. 1 ! 

" Sure," ho said. " there's nothing I'd like 
better, Mr. Hamish.” 

The scientist showed Ids yellow teeth in 
a momentary grin : "I trust that you will 
not change your mind." 




He placed the compact instrument in a 
leather ease which he hung by a strap over 
his shoulders. The servant brought him his 
hat and coat, and then Graham followed 
him to the door and nut into the sunlight. 
T hey reached the main-road and climbed 
into a passenger electrobile far the Metropo- 
lis. They sat together in the vehicle that 
was splitting the air of Antoduct Three at 
something in excess of n hundred miles per 
hour; sat silent in the. silent coach. 

They got out at Charing Cross and walked 
across Trafalgar Square and under the 
Admiralty Arch. “ Where ure you making 
for? ” the reporter asked at last. 

“ As a. visitor up from tire country," 
Hamish grinned. " I am naturally anxious 
to see the changing of the guard nr St. 
James's I’akoe. We have just lime i: we 
hurry." 



Graham relapsed into silence again, filled 
with grim foreboding. There was no know- 
ing what this maniac would do. 

They came to a halt on the outskirts of 
the crowd thul fringed tire gates of the 
Palace. The reporter could hear the staccato 
hark of military orders, the occasional jingle 
of harness, the flash of brilliant uniforms 
. . . and tiie heads of the crowd of men and 
women that gazed appreciatively at London's 
daily pageant ot’ splendour. Harvey Hamish 
extracted tho Ray Control from the leather- 
case. lie started to explain the technical 
details of the invention ; how the varying 
frequencies of the transmitted ray reacted 
on the human reflexes. How higfi-frequen- 
oies affected the higher emotions — laughter. 



braveiy, and so on ; and how tile lower fre- 
quencies had a reverse effect. The reporter 
listened in fascinated horror. He saw the 
scientist focusing the instrument : " What 
are you going to do? ” lie asked hoarsely. 

"1 would like yon to see mob panic: to 
realise liow thin is the thread that separates 
man from the animals. 1 am going to instil 
fear into this crowd ...” And the shutter 
clicked. 

Standing there on the outskirts, with noth- 
ing to show that the invisible ray was 
focused on the hundreds of men and women 
and children, Graham waited in the agony 
of suspense. Then he became conscious of 
a growing restlessness amongst them, of 
heads turning nervously , of a whispered word 
here and there. Just as if a gust of appre- 
hension had blown across the minds of those 
who — n few seconds before — were thinking 
of nothing hut the ceremony taking place 
before the.r eyes. 

The horses of the mounted guards shook 
free of the discipline that held them; ouo 
or two pawed the ground nervously. The 
motionless crowds began to throb with move- 
ment, shifting uncomfortably, as if waiting 
tor something to happen. Graham heard an 
elderly countryman near him whisper to his 
wife: "What's the matter? ” 

That's what they were all saying : 
" What's the matter? ” 

Then a weak-nerved woman screamed un- 
der the tension, setting the flare to the pent- 
up nervousness of the others. 

One of the horses suddenly reared up. 
flung its rider heavily and, wheeling, 
plunged madly into the crowd. Terror 
gripped them. The shouted commands of an 
officer were drowned in the rising wave of 
, screams. Five hundred ordinarily sane men 
and women lost complete control of. their 
senses and milled about iu tile confusion like 
lost sheep. 

Some of the weaker stumbled and were 
trodden underfoot, the primitive instincts 
strengthened, aud the big business man who 
but an hour ago had assisted his lady 
com paninn irom the taxi now fought des- 
perately to prevent himself from going down. 

Graham, staring paralysed at the frightful 
cemfuaion, suddenly got a grip on himself j 
" Stop it ! Stop it ! D'you hear? " 

Hamish bowed his head slightly and, with 
the light of insanitv in his eyes, closed the 
shutter and slipped the Ray Control buck 
into the case. " They’ll calm down now," 
he said, aud drew the reporter away. 

The scientist led the way into St James's 
Park. There, in the comparative quiet, tho 
reporter felt that he could say all that he 
wanted to snv : " Listen, Hamish, yon must, 
be mud. You can't go on with it — you've .got 
to scrap this infernal machine of yours. 
Scrap it — for the good of humanity ! ” 

Hamish looked at the reporter with dead 
eye=, with an expression bleak of emotion : 
" My Ray Control lias been built at. a cost 
— a cost of fifty years of my life, listening 
to the jeering of 'the public, labelled; a 
lunatic. And you ask me to scrap it ! " 

" Supposing I were to wrest it from yon 
now, trample it nnderfont- . . . what then?" 
the reporter threatened rattier than naked. 

" You would he given in charge lor crimi- 
nal assault," Bamish replied eveuly. "No-, 
body would believe your explanation . . . 
aud I should go back to my work-room and 
build another, ft would all be rather futile, 
don’t you think?’’ 

Graham was silent for a moment, then : 
"If you won't scrap it, will you promise to 
utilise it for the good of Immunity ? That 
scene at the Changing of the Guard — it was 
horrible, and it didn't do any good. Y'on 
sjioke of bravery and happiness. . . . Can’t 
yon confine the ray control to something like 

that ? ” 

" The demonstration continues,” Hamish 
murmured softly. "Just watch.” 

A sills-hat led man dressed in the height- of 
fashion aud looking like a retired and 
wealthy stockbroker was walking along tho 
path towards Ilium. " That’s Sir Gregory 
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Robot Balloons to Solve Secrets of Stratosphere 






M ..ton " [famish leered. “ Got his kniglit - 
l.-,A by giving fifty thousand to the lios- 
l a ml he’s never given awav a penny 
•:n His servants work long hours at n 
wage; lie's just come hack from a 
ise. Watch. . . 

levelled the ray control, and 
Graham heard the now familiar click of the 
shutter. The financier stopped in his stride, 
and gazed around him appreciatively. A 
smile slowly stole across Ins hard features. 
He stooped ami plucked a primrose from the 
grass verge and tenderly lifted it to his fat 
cose. He was sniffing in ecstasy when a 
gardener approached him with : " Beg 

;>ardun. sir, but you're not allowed to pick 
the flowers in the park." 

The financier's face puckered with re- 
morse. ■' Vou are right, my friend." he 
sail) slowly. “ In pinching this flower I have 
col only wantonly disregarded the park regu- 
lations. hut have robbed ihis fragiant bloom 
of its life." He laid the primrose tcnderly 
cu the grass, and — choking hack a sob- 
pleaded for the gardener's forgiveness 
slipped a five-pound note into his palm. 

Hamisli switched off the ray ' ' ' 
back to (trnhain : "Is that the’ 
you want 1 " lie asked with a s 

" Well, Hint's done more good than making 
a crowd trample on one another,'' the re- 
porter answered. 

That'S where you've wrong. If man had 
t-i fj:t for liis fife more often the breed 
\ U- improved. That gardener Iibs just 
received what is — to him — a small fortune. 
He 1 ..mi ' t earned it. therefore he doesn't de- 
S«rv< He will probably squander it on 
drink. Is that going 10 help humanity?" 
H- .,! queried, nis deep-sunk eves glinting 
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A.B.C. of SCIENCE 

Scientific Terms and Theories told so you 
Can Understand Them 



Bacteriology. — Scientific study of micro- 
organisms known ns bacteria. Bacteria, 
which ore normally so small that 
lO.COO.OOO.fMO only weigh l-64lh of a grain, 
are divided according to shape into the fol- 
lowing classes — bacilli, rod-like in shape; 
micrococci. round; spirilla, twisted. Micro 
cocci further classified by the way in which 
they exist together, i.r., diploecns. two to- 
gether : streptococcus, in chains ; staphylo- 
coccus, grouped like a hunch of grapes ; lei i j 
coccus, joined m fours. 

Bacteria studied through powerful com- 
pound microscopes, having first been stained 



carrying no crew hut self-registering inMii 
merits. After a certain time the halloa 
descends, and much information a- to roe, I 
lions in the air strata is available. Lately 
large robot balloons have been used i 
Soviet Hussia with a view to learning t' 
maximum aliout stratosphere conditioi s. 



,1 with aniline dye by a special process. 

other method of observation is the watemug 

, of cultures specially prepared from active 

of thing diseased tissue or other substance placed m 
broth, i.r., meat soup. Typhoid fever, 
diphtheria, lockjaw, sleeping sickness, 
pneumonia, inalnrin, etc., common examples 
of bacterial disease. 

Bacteria also have their uses. The follow 
ing processes would be impossible without 
bacteria. Rising ot bread doe to yeast fer- 
mentation : ripening of cheese : curing 

of tobacco; fermentation of beer, I eilniti 
leguminous plants, such as peas and lieans. 
have their growth stimulated by the attach- 
ment of tiny nodes to theii roots containing 
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STRONG MEN MADE WEAK 



it into Smit h a Box 



p to 20 grammes 
art of a gramme ! 
Barium. I’.iV 



i he land. And that power was 

, lacked the dignity of the National 
; Club, hut it was apparently one of 

remaining establishments where the 
.1- fought hard. A pair of welter- 
staining the dirty 




AfTfO THE BALLOON 
HAS (LEACHED SO 
GREAT A HEIGHT 
MAT If BURSTS 
A NO THE RECORDING 
METEOROGRAPH yf 
V ' 

REWARD LABEL 
OSETEOROORACH; 
SP10CR. 

COLGUOf O' 



light in urewoiks. 

Italian Sonde.- N:"ce i n r i small Vimti- 
filled balloons released by meteorologists 



— ine.v i Range teu to i 
(K.Oj and Potassium 
two common examples 
Bayer 205.— S.llt of snlphonic acid di»s 
in water. Used against sleeping aickm 



ashed him r 



l the s 



' Bro 



irk tow of Jabs.'* M| 
cst on the programme wa; 
■adnought " Glaum 
n. The fighters climb. 






hand-shake to killer. 

But this iMoruing there was 



still affection, 
shoulders, lie : 
I ran t fight. 



to hi 



oppo 



spilled. 



the , outestant- left no doubt 
nJ that blood was going to 
[tlaiiin looked what be was ... a nmi- 

- I.rtrte who would revel in hammering his 
versarv to a iness of bruised and bleeding 

sh. t’rom his broken nose " 

iv s ami cruel mouth he 
ilug ugly." As for “ Basher." ho looki 
if he cimhl take all the medicine that his 
[lonent might, care to adminisiev. and then 
ue hack and ask for more! 
indium was conscious of a nudge from 
imisli : " A further demonstration of t lit- 
re a sense of humour'.’ The shutter 
yked. and the reporter was conscious of a 
inge in the rival corners, 
rhe mid i nielty- seemed 
mi the battered feati 
:.ie;s. their arrogant- 



id band, s 
■ Basher 



he disappearing 
s of the two 
giving place to a 
Then the bell sounded 
and. instead of leaping from their corners 
.. i pro, ceding to hammer each other with 
r:M ■ like strokes, thev rose to their feet 
: :i .bkrd slowly to the centre of the ring 
: pi -Uiniuarv liandsiiakc. 

Anyfody who has ever seen a professional 
f. j! knows that the "hand-slmke" is 
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been hi* longdoet ri i ui tier just inuroni to 
share a fortune wi'h him. " Dreadnought 
. uul-lu't Ini . c ;|- .-n him a warn.- 
Meanwhile. Brown allowed his fi't lu he 
shaken, hi# othei gloved hand affectionately 
■tling patting his adversary's shoulder, 
typical The referee snorted indignantly and 
1 1 roughly pushed lb- contestants apart. 

“ Dreadnought" looked hurt, then Basher" 
— much to his own private surprise -whipped 
out with his left and clipped his adversary a 
glancing blow behind his ear. Something 
snapped iit “ Dreadnought's " bruin, and his 
right stabbed oul and connected with 
" Basher s nose. The blood flowed . . . 
■ind tli.it finished Glaum. 

He staggered back, horror-strii ken. at the 
spot- of crimson on his glove. Then he had 
snatched up a towel from his lorner anil, 
with one arm placed tenderly around Ins 
amazed opponent's shoulders, gently dabbed 
at the injured organ. The referee, darn ing 
in anguish, sprang forward again ami tried to 
disengage " Dreadnought's " protective arm. 



Wit 



leid » 



climbed through t 
dressing-rooms, the while those of the crowd 
who had not hurried away fur stiitffilants 
were demanding the return of their money 
from the manager. 

Graham found himself laughing despite 
himself, lie turned and saw Uutliish I, -nking 
at hint without expression. Graham -poke 
first : " Look here. I bullish/ can l you see 
that you could have any amount ol harm 
less full and do a trenirinjfljSs lot of good with 
this Ray Control of youiV . . . ” 

" Tliei-e was not hi unfunny about that tie-, 
n- blent yip have just witnessed 



l I | 



I for y 



roldlv. 
duced t, 



He 



leded, 






the 



punched him on the jaw. and then i 
to attending to his injured opponent. 
The referee, nursing a rapidly-! 
iw. turned to address the crow 






the inventor said 
'hat a strong man should be re 
weakling bv sentiment does T.ot 
amuse me. We will try elsewhere.' 

"Look liere." the reporter began again, 
when they Were outside. " I'vp gut to get 
back with my story. You've convinced me 
that there’s something truly remarkable 
about fliis gadget of vours. and 1 11 see licit 
every one of our listeners hears aboul it.' Tlir 
public will see that ynur ray is controlled for 
the public good." lie added, half to himsidf. 
- Haniislt didn't appear to have heard him : 
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The Limit of Human Endurance 



«-ue final demonstration and I will not dc- 
•_.n v..-j longer," 1 m» said. “ We'll lake an 
air taxi to Brentford." 

I he 'plane deposited them on the roof-top 
'.imme of the huge factory of Meteor Eloctro- 
inles, Britain's biggest car man u fur hirers. 
Graham followed the inventor into tlm office 
of the works manager. Apparently Hnmiah 
had been responsible for an invention that 
had cut the costs of the firm in materials 
anil labour charges by twenty per cent., and 
the manager was not forgetful. When the 
inventor mentioned that he was demonstra- 
ting a new apparatus to speed-up production, 
permission was immediately granted him to 
t- ur the works. Graham's Press card proved 
mi immediate Open Sesame for himself. 

Following the manager, they entered the 
\ast assembly hall of the factory. A mile- 
king assembly line stretched into the dis- 
tance. At one end the bare chassis frame 
moved into position on the endless belt and, 
as it. moved slowly along the line, wailing 
workmen added to it until it emerged at. 
the further end as a finished vehicle. At 
a rough estimate there were three hundred 
cars in gradual stages of construction on 
the assembly line. 

Unuiish was chuckling insanely to him- 
selt. He turned to the works manager : 
" You say your peak-point is two hundred 
vehicles an hour, plead that human endur- 
ance prevents your increasing that figure." 
He laughed again, and it was the inane 



i. kle of a .lunatic. " You ^ don't know 
o limit of human endurance." And again 
the shutter of the Hay Control clicked. 

Hamish crouched over the instrument as 
lie focused it along the assembly line, llis 
talon-like fingers slowly turned the knob at 
the outside. Grnlmm and the manager stood 
motionless behind him. They had not long 



TIio 



reive 



i ndied u 



belt, working like . 

built cars that ceaselessly moved into |iosi- 
tion opposite them, gradually quickened their 
pace. Graham’s eyes were fastened on a 
workman a liomt yards away. His job was 
to slip the baik near side wheel and tyre on 
to the appropriate huh. snatch the hexagon 
nuts from the tray beside him. and tighten 
them on to the four holts protruding from 
the brake drum and so fasten the wheel in 
place. He pot a new wheel in position every 
forty-three seconds for eight hours ou six 
days per week. 

Graham realised that he was working 
faster. Foster and faster. Swinging the 
wheel into position with a lightning Hick of 
his arm. Ins fingers snatching at the nnts, 
his hands spinning as he screwed them tight. 
Working faster so that he had to pause a 
few seconds to wait for the next chassis to 
move into position opposite him. 

“ Increase the speed of the assembly belt 
ten seconds," Hamisii grunted, and the re- 




A Weekly up- 
to - the - minute 
News Feature 
on Matters Inter- 
Planetary 
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Contributed by P. E. CLEATOR 

“ Scoops ” in Berlin 



. THINK that Swops readers vcill he In 
A t crested to learn that, should they <_v 
visit Berlin, they will always be able 
Scoops there. 'llie library 

I liter- Planetary Society cot .... r , . 

the most complete collection of books and 
paper* on t<« ketry and space travel in the 
world. 

Exactly bow up to date the German ex- 
perimenters endeavour to keep their library 
\ >ii may judge from a request 1 have just 
received from Herr Willy Lev. He asks mo 
to forward copies of Scoops regularly to him 
so that tlicv may be added to the library. 
Needles* tn’state, 1 shall be only too pleased 

Another International Rocket 
Society! 

T RULY it. never rains but it nonrs. A 
short time ago I nmtottn 
Edward Peudrnv, of the 
Planetary Society, was orgi 
national rocket society. A 
I ime of writing, I have race 
t of proposals in this conn 



gave ft wireless talk on the subject front 
Frankfurt station last February. 

I bnrdly think, however, that tu:o Inter- 
national societies will be f mined. The work 
of the- two would be sure to oveilap. Doubt - 
German less, both priqiasab will evaitually be merged 
perhaps, into one. 



A New Rocket Motor 



I HA' 
of r 



from 



ed that Mr. G. 
merican Inter- 



i London — Mr. J. G. 

Strong. B.Sc. 

Unlike the conventional -motor, whc-re 
liquid fuel is pressure-fed into a combustion 

motor is designed to operate on gaseous fuel 
which would he -repeatedly detonated by 
means of sparking plugs. The suggested fuel 
is a mixture of fifteen parts of air and mu- 
part of petrol -benzol vapour. 

Theoretically, there is no objection to 
gaseous fuels, but it is significant, that tin- 



poller shuddered at the madness that was 
in his face. Tim works manager obeyed. 

Now the workman whose job consisted of 
fitting off-side rear-wheels was working liko 
a machine — a, machine that was revving at 
peak-point and threatened to fly from its 
bearing -j. Them was an agonising, fixed ex- 
pression on his face; the veins standing out 
like blue cords, tiny rivulets of perspiration 
pouring down his neck. 

Tim fever <.t mass-production had gripped • 
him. Under the influence of the ray ho 
wanted only to work ; to work faster and 
faster. To beat the assembly belt ; not merely 
to keep pare with the endless stream of 
chassis that were advancing on him, but to 
get ahead of them. And all down the lino 
were twelve hundred men like him; working 
as they had never worked before. 

"Increase another five seconds." Hamisii 
said softly, au exultant note creeping into 

" It’s madness ' " the manager started to 
expostulate. 'They'll never stand it.” 
Nevertheless ho 'phoned down to the power 

It was like a. scene from a nightmare; liko 
a film suddenly speeded up. The men's 
actions were so fast as to be grotesque. In 
dividual movements were so fast that they 
were lost. 

All along the line it was going ou — faster 
and faster . . . with Hamisii Elating down 
like a devil incarnate. A hundred yard* up 
the line a man's knees sagged beneath him 
and he pitched to the floor, the men on either 
side never slowed in their motions. Another 
fell, and another . . . like tin soldiers sud- 
denly toppling over. Working to breaking 
(mint ; faster and faster until they collapsed, 
nthers fell, some groaning as they swayed. 
Hamiah looked oil with glea mi ng eye*. 

The work* manager sprang at the "phono 
and shouted down to the power house to stop 
the assembly line. 

The inventor turned to him: "You are 
satisfied that production ran be increased. 
Under my plan yon will Be able to add ft 
further fifteen seconds to every minute. No 
— not fifteen seconds — that was breaking 
point. Say another twelve seconds. . . ." 

The work* manager made queer choking 
noises' in hi» throat: "You fiend! I don’t 
know how you’ve done it ; but I'm not having 
my men killed just to add a few moi'o 
thousands to the profits. Get out ! " 

Hamisii went, gibbering like a maniac. 
Outside they stood on the edge of Antodurt 
Nine, waiting for an eiectrobus to take them 
back to the Metropolis. Graham spoke, try- 
ing to control hi* anger : “ 1m telling Ilia 
world everything to-night. Haraish. If that 
isn’t enough to get you hounded out of the 
conn try I’ll resign my job to-morrow." 

The inventor seemed not to hear him. Ho 
was gibbering to himself. "I shall control 
bate — mas* hatred. Party against party; 
nation against nation ; greed, sorrow. . . . 
Rav Control No. 1 shall dominate the 
world. . 
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>ed his 



s like s. 



the leather 



then 



i. have 

•sed the question with them 
It seems that, in so far as 
s are concerned, the main 
us the fuel chambers. These 



ml the 
dropped from 
crete of Autodnct Nine. With a cry of dis- 
may he stepped out to retrieva it . . . inlu 
the path of >i Metropolis-hound express olec- 
trobus, Graham hail nil instant's glimpse of 



r Wer 



The organiser in this ea 
Krugcl. author of " Manner der Rakete 
("den of the Rocket), one of the latest books 
on rocketry. 

As yet 1 hare not had an opportunity of 
• Miuining hia proposals closely — his the-is is 
several thousand words in "length, and is 



quently heavy, to wit' t 

the compressed fuel. 

In Mr. Strong's motor, however, one part 
of the fuel (the petrol) wonld Be liquid until 
•tiered tho combustion chamber 



of n 



o spra 



Aitually, I have known for 
not only has Herr Binge! i 



•nt ha 



from ■ 

This wonld, of course, line 
which tho motor could e 
operate, unless a supply of c 
oxygen were also carried. 

Future experiments will 
whether the idea is feasible 



. while a 



He must have boon 
they found him lying 

amongst the scattered remnants of wliat 
might have been an old-fashioned l«x 

" Graham took au air taxi back to the 
Herald building. Hardly had he seated him- 
self at bis desk before the news editor via* 
speaking to him on the interdepartmental 
radio: " Get that Harvey Hair.ish *to.". 

The reporter hesitated : “Sorry, .--ir. Ho 
wouldn’t see anybody. I’ve beard he wan 
killed this afternoon. . . 
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Science Pirates Fly the Void • 

The IBLACK 

Terror From Vf BB I tf'IB Steal h From 

The Shies f||| | (g || | The Clouds 



if ARCTIC CRASH 

B l LLETS from Derek Oldham*? Mazing 
gun raked Alya's scout from engine cowi- 
mg fo cockpit, and as Derek zoomed up 
to roar low over Alya's helineted head, the 
pirate scout fell away into a spin. 

Derek wheeled with nose down. Then his 
gloved hand dropped from the trigger of his 
synchronised gun. For a tongue of flame 
had licked back from Alya's rr en petrol 
tank and the stricken machine was plunging 
seawards, a blazing mass. 

There was little pity in Derek's heart as 
ho watched ills pirate scout hit the water 
and tiirii over, to drift away a mass of half- 
submerged and smouldering wreckage. 

\l- i was n bla i g. hearted and murderous 
pi at*-, and the world would bo the better 

l'f-s»ing on the i udder bar. Derek swung 
the '-00' nark on to its southerly course. He 
yrs, -.cry low. and as he pulled back the stick 
in i rj-r to gain height !.:» engine died nwav. 
- Their was something so slantingly unca- 
lled a*».jt the deathly stillnea. which fol* 
* I-.-»ed the s-jdden rotting out of the ei gine 
thas Derec almost stalled the mm hme. 

P.f.Drruij himself, however, he whipped 
forward the cootrol stick and dropped thn 
s-'Oot on to her gliding angle A glance at 
• he j-etn.il gauge told him the wont. His 
task 1 ra» emptv. It had obviously been 



: Ocean, mhroken save for a 
vast, drifting field of snow on the mist-en- 

?• winging the engineless scout towards it, 
Derek embarked on a flight fraught with 
i..ore peril tlian had been the case in fiis 
: . v iih Alya and Kobel. 

If he could reach the suowfield lie would 
have a cluuce of life, for he might lie sighted 
i y some whaler before hunger and the hitter 
• ■-id brought death. 

If he failed to reach the snowfield. how- 
ever, and came down in the icy sea he wonld 
live ji-.-t as long as his scout floated, which 
would be no more than a few minutes at the 



iittempt to awrim from the sinking 
ic would he worse than hopeless, for 
soaking clothing he would soon freeze 



. liis only chance lav in reaching the. 
ii-ld, ami summoning every atom nf 
In- possessed, he nursed the gently glitl- 

-!.!1 had two thousand live hundred 
of altitude, and Continually he eased 
t-e control stick, lifting the no.«e almost 
t stalling angle and thus gaining a ic w 
previous feet of distance 
u-r and nearer approached the vast, 
Ring plain of snow, hut lower and lower 
da the cold, grey sea dropped the scout 
■ steadily-moving altimeter needle regi s- 
f. risen hundred feel -one thousand feet 
bundled feet — and still the edge of the 
plain seemed an immeasurable distance 

heart sank, but resolutely ho 
i: 1 k the stick, his eyes fixed on the 
r i--e cap towards which ho was head- 
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The scout lifted her nose under the pull 
of the control. The radiator top levelled the 
horizon and rose swaymgly above it. The 
scout checked, quivered, and in the nick of 
time Derek pushed forward the control stick 
to forestall llpc spin into which she was on the 
verge of dropping. 

She was three hundred feet above the sea 
liefore Derek again pulled her up off her 
gliding angle. Thn ice cap was closer, hut 
still a seemingly hopeless distance sway. 

How Derek nursed the scout over that in- 
tervening stretch of sea he scarcely knew. 
The whole tiling was a ghastly juggling 
with death, and the scout dropped closer and 
closer to the grey and desolate sea until, with 
feet only to sprue, she glided swiftly in over 
the first outcroppings of ice, struck a jagged 
ridge with her mulct 1 '-carriage wheels, and 
crashed nose first into a smooth, deep drift 
of snow. 

Unhurt, Derek crawled out of the cock- 
pit, and ploughing his way out of the drift, 
stood slapping liis arms an d stamping his 
feet to restore the circulation to numbed 
limbs and muscles. 

Like hideout birth of prey, but using all the 
wonders of modern science and mechanics, 
they come swooping oat of the ikies to the 
cities of death below. Black Vultures prey- 
ing on corps?? after the nature of their 
lesser brethren. 

By George E. 

ROCHESTER 



The first thing to be done now was to 
pull down tbe tnil of the machine nnd cover 
the black wings and fuselage with snow. 
For there wasn't, the slightest doubt- that 
when Alya and KoI.mi 1 faded to return to 
the base, other pirate machines would come 
in search of them. 

And if tho«e machines happened to pass 
over the snow field they would at once 
sight the conspicuous black scout which 
had crashed there. 

And that wan the last thing the young air- 
man desired. A member of the British 
Aeronautical Research Society, he had been 
working with Professor 1'ilger. in Bask.tr. mi 
experiment* with aeroengines in rarefied 
atmospheres, when the Black Vultures, tit® 
modern sky pirates, had swooped down on 
the town. 

Deadly gas bombs had been dropped on to 
the sleeping town, and then fast black 
’planes, operating from a giant dirigible, bail 
brought the pirates down to the looting. 

Professor Pilge.r had been gassed, ami lay 
dead in his heil, hut Derek Oldham, who had 
been working late in the laboratory, had 
managed to get a mnsk on in time. 

On a sudden impulse, Derek had gone after 
the pirates, and when the black ships rose 
from the dead town he had been hanging 
from the undercarriage of one of them. 

But the rare atmosphere in which the 
dirigible floated hail overcome Derek, and he 
regained consrionsness to find himself in the 
hands of Z -roster, Master of the Black 
Vultures. 

After many strange and terrifying 
adventures he had been taken to the pirates' 
base in the Arctic, and while the Vultures 
were awaiting thoir supply ship a chance of 
escape had presented itself. 



lie had captured a ‘plane and got away, 
only to ho overtaken by Alya and Kobel. 
two of the Vultures. In a ghastly aerial 
battle he had sent the two pirates to their 
death, hut row that he had crashed there 
was danger from the pirates who would come 
out ;o seek their comrades. 

Salving hi* Ye rev signalling pistol, 
cartridges and compass, Derek set to work. 
The job sent the blood coursing warmly 
through his veins, and by the time the scout 
was covered with snow, Derek was tingling 
from head to fool. 

Nor was lie any loo soon, for scarcely 
had lie completed thn job when away to the 
north lie heard the distant drone of powerful 
aero engines. 

Swiftly the noise grew in volume, and ns 
four distant specks in the sky resolved 
themselves into four low-flying scouts com- 
ing up at terrific speed. Derek slumped 
down into the snow drift beflde his 
machine. 

And he had reason to be thankful that 
he had done so. for as they approached the 
snow field, one of the scouts detached itself 
from the formation, and swinging to poll, 
circled the snow field in an obvious -carcli 
for some sign of a crash. 

Finding nothing, the pilot rejoined his 
companions and the four scoots thundered 
on to vanish away in the south. Derek, 
knowing they would return, remained where 
he was, and within half an hour the scouts 

They had spread out into line, und it was 
not until they had roared overhead and dis- 
appeared away towards the north that Derek 
clambered from ont the drift. 

He was cold and wut, shivering with the 
hitter chill which was biting through his 
heavy kit. But he was still safe from 
Zoroster's scouts, and in order to lake stork 
of his surroundings he clambered to the top 
of a uaavby snow-covered hillock of ice. 

It was ,i 'difficult and Iaiiorious enough 
climb, hut after much slipping and sprawling 
he reached the top and earnestly scanned 
every point of the compass. 

The snow field, as he bad seen from the 
air, was abont five miles in length and three 
Hides aci • >c Nothing stirred, nothing broke 
the tense and brooding hash, and as Derek 
turned away to descend to his wrecked 
machine, he- knew iie was the only living 
thing in that sust world of ice and sea. 



J f OUT OF THE NIGHT 



R EGAINING the machine. Derek scraped 
away the snow, and ripping the fabric 
of wings and fuselage with liis knife, soon 
had a lire going, feeding it with splintered 
wood kicked and wrenched from the frame* 

Deliberately, however, he was sparing with 
his fuel, for' he did not know how long it 
would have to last him. In other words, he 
did not know how long he would he able to 
sustain life on a diet which must. Of 
necessity, consist solely of melted snow. 

He felt fairly confident that Zoiostci 
scouts would not return again that day. lor 
already the murk of Arctic dusk was shroud- 
ing the grey and lonely sCa. and the only 
i lance he had of life was to he picked up by 
some passing whaler which might sec his 
signal fire. 

Weary hoar succeeded weary hour na he 
cut crouched over the blazing and crackling 
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’jvwcnug veuists!, he bundled a whole 
i wood on to the five, and stretching 
-If out beside it,, drifted off into lion bled 

! '.v long he had slept lie did not know, 
suddenly he raised himself on his elbow, 
uiing intently. Had he been mistaken or 
I -i iu>il come from somewhere out there 
: c murk of tile Arctic night? 



aMe 



1 and ii 



believe his ears as a 
il tame plainly through the 
•rambled to his feet. Then as 
wards he saw the masthead 



1 dark b 



of c 



ship's boat creeping towards him across the 
intervening stretch of water. 

■ 'upping his hamD to his mouth lie sent 
back an answering hail, aud .scrambling over 
ihe treacherous and slippery going, gained 
the edge of the snow field towards which the 

bout was heading. 

As the bows of the boat surged against the 

sheets and leapt, ashore. He was a lug, 
mii.-culnr and reefer-jacketed fellow and he 
staler! in obvious Buvnvise at Derek’s leather 



Rescued by an Enemy Ship 

Once it reached that base with Derek 
aboard he would die. There was not the 
slightest doubt about that. But how lie 
could escape from the tanker or how ho could 
have refuser! the offer of rescue he fulled 
entirely In see. 

But us thought fully, ami reflectively lie 
waded through the meal placed in front of 
him by a wliile-jucketed steward there came 
to him a sudden flash of inspiration. 

If lie couldn't escape, he could at least 
give to the world the location uf Zorostci s 
base. It would be u perilous veutnre and 
one which would certainly earn him .h bullet 
through the head if lie blundered 

But be must not blunder and laving care- 
fully worked out the details of hie -chetne, 
lie rose and softly un.tiod the saloon. 






wk'i'r 1 



He would I 



rid shot 



hethei 



•’ Best 



iswered Derek 



•' Vou look about all in." he said, 
get below and turn in. You'd like 
first. 1 suppose? ” 

" I certainly wc 
fervently. 

And down in the salc-on, whilst he d 
justice to an ejcelleutly -cooked 
Derek [.oiidered his position. 

'J'lie ship’s tniat- had Iieen hoisted nn 
davits aud the tanker bail got timh 
again, steaming steadily northwards I. 
Zcrostcr’s base near Hnvgaard lalaml. 



ho 



demanded liw reefer • jacketed fellow again 

Ye*, oh ves" I'm from the base." 
aiuerri'il Dciti with perfect truth " We 
v.ere out looking for you and I crashed, t - 
I’ve bad a bad time here alone. You re the 
ranker, aren’t you? 

" Yes." growled the other. " How long 

" Since yesterday, ' replied Derek. 
" Conic ou, let's get u board. I'm absolutely 
ravenous ! ’’ 

He was speaking almost incoliOl'cntly. for 
his mind was ill u whii I at this latest disaster. 



ied 



if- IN THE WIRELESS CABIN 

XI AKIM ; bis wav to the sec ..I nil',, ns 



The second officer was up on deck on duty, 
and swiftly divesting himself of bis bunts, 
Derek commenced a rapid search of the 
second officer's luggage. 

He was looking for h gun ami his heart, 
sank im lie failed to find one anywhere. If 
flic second officer did go armed, then he laid 
the weapon with him. 

Satisfied that there was im gun tu he found 
in the raldo. Derek unbolted the door and. 
opening it a few inches, peered out into the 
passageway. 

If v.i- deserted and a dozen swift and 
sdenl pates look Derek to the door of the 
captain's cabin which adjoined tile saloon. 

Hoping against hope that it would not be 
looked, fie turned the handle To his 
immense relief the d<->- opened and next in- 



, T),e 

sence there was as much a necessity a* a duty. 

Switching on the light, Derek looked 
about hint. Tint cabin was furnished with a 
flat-topped writing desk, and opening the 
drawers rmo after another, Derek gave vent 
to a sudden stifled exclamation of triumph as 
his fingers closed on the butt of a heavy 









He had no illusions at all a* to what 
would ham-" to him dace Zoro-ter |md hint 
in '.is powvi again, but it would be equally 
suicidal to tell these men of the tanker just 
his connection with Zoroslcr's vultures 

Tim reefer- jacketed fellow, however, put 
Derek's slushiness of speech down in the bad 
time he had lioen through, and wi f h Derek 
seated beside him in tlie sterrisheets, the le«t 
was rowed back to t In* tanker. 

C. 'apt -An Vnrtii. the stn, mid swart hv - 
featured skipper, was standing at the head of 
the ladder when Derek came aboard. 

" One of Zonreter’s pilots, eh ? ' lie said 
grimly when the reefer-jacketed fellow had 
acquainted him with wlm Derek wns. " Well, 
you'd better thank your lucky stars w. came 
along like we did as there is a-arrely tiny 
shipping at. all in these waters. We saw 
your signal lire and stood in towards it!'' 

He peered at Derek's drawn and haggard 



‘•~y chamber, and slipping 
it into his pocket, he closed the drawer 
aud turned towards the door. 

As he did so his eyes fell on the medicine 
chest. He stood staring at it a 
stepping ti - ■-■->-• ■•--■ 



Den a 
should 
would ; 
fin in 



ied the little white painted 
e knife pit 



. c | t, 



level 



woodwork. 
iat he was in deadly peril, for 
enter tlie cabin the alarm 
lie raised. But Ids face was 
nd. determined to carrv out 



nsjm' 



i wliic 



had c 






sight of the medicine chest, he run* 
amongst ths contents until lie found a small 
bottle of chloroform. 

Slipping it into Ids pocket beside the gun, 
he switched nut the light, and quilting the 
cabin made Iris way silently on deck, his 
socks completely deadening his trend. 

The wireless cabin was situated beneath 
the bridge, on which he could see the muffled 
forms of the skipper and second officer. 
Moving as silently os a shadow. Derek glided 
across the deck, and, locating the door of 
the wireless cabin, produce. I his bottle of 
chloroform ami a, handkerchief. 

Damping the improvised pad w ith the strong 
amesthetic, he recorked the bottle aud thrust 
it back into his pocket. Then with the mid 
clenched in his hand, he opened the door 
and stepped into the cabin. 

The operator, a sharp-featured fellow with 
dark, oily hair, looked at him and grinned. 

" I was just coming to see yon," he said. 



•• I’ve been in touch with the base and they 

“ Alya," lied Derek promptly. 

" Yea, they said wns it Alya or Kobel." 
nodded the other, " They want a report as 
to what, happened. Yon were chasing a Id- 
low nttmcil Oldham who was luting held 
prisoner utiJ who escaped, weren't you? 

" Yes, that's right," assented' Derek. 
'Tell them Oldham shot Kobe! down and 
that. 1 crashed with a bullet through the 

" liightr. ' " replied the operator, and turn., 
iug again to his transmission set, proceeded 
to send out the call. 

Derek stepped up behind him as though to 
watch over his shoulder. As he did so the 
operator lifted his head and sniffed. 

"I say." he rj.-laimed, "there's a quo. r 
smell in here. Reminds me of a doctor's 
surgery " 

That was as far as he got before Derek - 
mm slid round his throat and Derek's other 
hand clapped the soaked handkerchief over 
his mouth. 

With a choking cry the operator half rose 
to his fed. .struggling desperately. But 
grimly Derek hung on. keeping iiis arm 
drawn tightly round the fellow’s neck and 
holding the pud over his mouth and nostrils. 

The powerful amesthetic quickly did its 
work, and, limp and unconscious, the operator 
suddenly collapsed. His knees gave way 
beneath hint, and ms Derek loosed his hold 
mi him be slumped limp and unconscious to 

Leaving him where he was lying, and 
pocketing the pad. Derek seated himself at. 
the transmission set. For twenty minutes 
he worked busily, pausing only once to ad- 
minister another whiff of the choloform to 
the operator when ilia! individual stored 
ami showed signs of regaming consciousness. 

But suddenly Derek tensed. Heavily 
I looted f.-vt bail ,oine along the iron deck, 
halted outside the cabin door, and he could 
hear fingers groping for the handle. 

ltising, Derek whipped out his gun. ,\s 
he did so the door opened and he found him- 
self staring into the wondering face of tho 
second officer. 



if. ZOROSTER’S THREAT 



“\Y7 U AT 'ho dickens is happening 

W heir: demanded the second officer, 

his startled ga/e moving from Derek to the 
Hmp form of the operator and back again 
to Derek. 

Then as though taking iuto the full tho 
menace of Derek s gnm. set face and 
levelled gnu, he leapt backwards, vanished 
into tbe darkness, and sprang for the bridge 

ladder bawling for tbe captain. 

The hitter came at a iun, as did the 
watch, and bursting into tbe cabin, Hie cap- 
tain halted suddenly at sight of Derek's gnu 

•' What the devil does this mean? 1 

This was the show-down and Derek knew 
it. It also probably moaut the end of him. 
But before he went lie would take some of 
these scoundrels with him. 

'' My mime." he said, " is Oldham. I was 
Zorostev's prisoner aud escaped. 1 do not 
intend to he taken back " 

That was as far as he got before, bis face 
convulsed with fury, the captain whipped 
out a gun. Next instant the cabin rever- 
berated to the roar of the heavy automatics, 
and with a choking cry the skipper spun 
round, then crashed face foremost to the 
floor. 

But the second officer’s gun was out by 
now and, covered hv the seamen who ivit.i 
surging track in terror, he blazed away at 
Derek. The range was too short to miss, but 
before a bullet lore its searing, agonising 
way through his shoulder. Derek had crashed 
five bullets into tho press, killing two men, 
including the captain, aud severely wuimdiug 
two others. 

(ffffl/i on at foot of next page.) 
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The Launch of the Space Ship. Our Cover Article 




ROCKETING 

Into SPACE 



The Rocket Motor 

T HE early experiments of the pioneers of 
inter-planetary travel, who saw in the 
rocket a means of propelling a vessel through 
the vacuum of space, were little more than 
the ordinary rocket Bhots such as are seen at 
firework displays. 

Powder fuel was used, explosions were not 
infrequent, and, at best-, the fuel was difli- 

thv 1 power available was quite inadequate 
for the purpose for which it was intended. 

F.>r these reasons, it became vitally neces- 
sary to discover some other and more suitable 
form of fuel. Hence, attention shifted to 
liquid propellants, which were proposed by 
Hermann Oherth as long ago as tlio 

year 1923. 

Dr. Goddard, the famous American rocket 
experimenter, shot his first liquid fuel rocket 
on July 17th, 1929. It measnred nine feet 
length, was over two fee", in diameter, and 



A Record Flight 

I T was in the early part of 1931, also, that 
Ing. Karl Poggrasee, in a test carried out 
near Berlin, successfully shot a powder- 
propelled rocket, complete with a variety of 
measuring instruments, to a height of 
1,500 feci. 

A little later in the same year (April loth) 
Ing. Reinhold Tiling succeeded in sending a 
rocket to a height of over 6,000 feet. Ing. 
Tiling also used powder fuel, but, unfor 
Innately, he met his death last October by the 
.sudden’ detonation of a quantity of powder 
fuel. 

At this time, liquid fuels could produce re- 
sults nothing like this. But the German 
Inter-Planetary Society, whose members bud 
agreed among themselves not. to use powder 
fuel, were quietly and patiently experiment- 
ing with the new fuels. 

At tb-st. in order to save expense, l-hcy con- 
structed a series of rocket motors known as 
Miraks— minimum rockets. These small 



models did not ascend, but were fired in a 

instruments, their power, or “ lift,” was 
noted. 

As a result of these important experiments, 
the Repairer Rocket of Herr Riedel, an 
engineer of the Society, was produced. The 
first of these was shot in May, 1931, and it 
attained a height of about 2,000 feet. The 
fuels used were liquid oxygen and petrol. 

Improvements in design quickly followed, 
and noon twenty-five miles up may be 
possible. 

Rocket ships, therefore, when they do come, 
will most probably be propelled by liquid 
fuel, or some new development of liquid fuol. 
Their arrival is merely a question of time. 
The small instrument-carrying rockets of to- 
day trill pradually grow larger and larger. 
They will ascend higher and higher. Then 
will follow the passenger-carrying strato- 
sphere ships, and finally we may see the 
launch of the first space ship as shown by 
our artist’s vivid impression on this week’s 
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r many experiments, lrg. 
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er, on February 2nd, 1831, 
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A cross-section of a space ship designed by the famous Russian. Professor Ziolkowsky ; 
(1) Food store ; (2) cabin for crew ; (3) fresh water tanks ; (4) accumulator room ; (5) helm- 
Lhe whipping-top : (6) pump room ; (7) hydrogen tanks ; (8) rocket “ duse ” ; (9) periscope for 
pilot ; ( 10 ) pilot seat in front of switchboard ; (11) periscope ; ( 12 ) oxygen tanks. 



Continuing 

THE BLACK VULTURES 

But as his gun clattered from his nerve- 
less hand, the remaining men wore on him, 
bearing him down by sheer weight of num- 
bers. Faces, wolfish with passion, snarled 
mb' his and clenched fists smashed savagely 
into bis bruised and bleeding features. 

He struggled desperately, but to no end, 
and a sudden sledge-hammer-like blow from 
a bearded, snarling giant of a man caused 
tin- bestial faces quoerly to recede and 
brought Derek merciful oblivion iu uncoil - 

When next he came round lie was in liis 
cabin, heavily ironed. His head was aching, 
bis shoulder fell as though it were being 
probed bv a red-hot iron, and ho felt deal lily 
sick. 

With an effort, he got a grip on himself, 
figuring the awful nausea, and os he com- 
mon ml to take stock of his surroundings lie 



saw the second mate leaning against- the 
door watching him. 

" So you've come round. Mister Derek 
Oldham? ” grated the man. " Yes. we know 
all about you now. Sparks has been iu com- 
munication with the base again. What I 
can’t understand is why you didn't kill liim 
instead of doping liim, you murdering 

Derek made no response and the liarsh 

“ But I suppose you wanted to get at that 
wireless set without making any noise, eh? 
And yon succeeded. Well, what message did 
you send out and who to? Come on, answer 

Stepping forward he kicked Derek savagely 



to talk? Well, if 
me whether you talk 
c you talk, T'll bet. 



He's looking forward no end to seeing you 

“I don't doubt it!” croaked Derek. 

“ No, he knows you've killed Vortz, the 
skipper,” jeered tlio other, “ and he seems 
to think yon must, have killed Kobel and 
Alya. He says we're to give you his com- 
pliments and tell you that he will be de- 
lighted to reciprocate in full when yon reacn 
the base. And if you know Zoroster like we 
do, you'll mebbe be able to guess what that 

Yes, Derek knew what it meant all right. 
Zorostar was a very devil from hell, and 
Derek had no illusions that Zoroster would 
permit hint to die facing a firing party. 

No, some slower and infinitely more pain- 
ful death than that would be reserved lot 
him, and this time there could be no escape. 
Zoroster would not permit him to slip 
through his fingers a second time. 

This a mating story- 
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The roof of the barn slid silently open and the great barrel of the Destroyer swung 
slowly round. The Master's hand stabbed down and a ribbon of bright flame 
licked from the Destroyer, 



Death 

A Man with a hatred for graft and greed, 
possessing a destructive force more powerful 
than explosives snore deadly than a death ray. 
A powerful story told in the swift, inimit- 
able style of Captain WiUis, u brilliant 
new writer of Future Science Fiction 

By Captain John 

WILLIS 



if. THE GOVERNOR OF NEW 
YORK DIES 



T HE Master of tlie Destroyer crossed over 
to the farther side of the room and bent 
over the coni rol panel of tlio giant wire- 
less transmitter of such power tlmt it. could 
if necessary swamp out all other stations 
using the ether. 

He turned the dials slowly with his 
tapering fingers. The apparatus was so 
sensitive that— in conjunction with the rota- 
ting aerial — the transmitted waves could be. 
directed on any individual set. He Lulled it 
now on a suite on the third floor of a town- 
house oil Brooklyn Heights. A red light 
winked spasmodically, and the white-haired 
man knew that he had located liis objective. 

Then lie drew a microphone toward,-: him 
and spoke quietly and dispassionately : " A 
message for II. R. Hoffman. ' He glanced 
into the special televisor and saw lire fat 
little man in his Brooklyn apartment suddenly 
jerk forward in his chair. 

Ho continued, in those same dead lofles : 
" Hoffman — as Governor of Now York State 
— you are misappropriating public funds; 
you are the king of grafters. You huve ten 
hidden hanking accounts . . . and you are 
rich. Huffman, to-morrow you will give u 
donation of one million dollars to l he relief 
fund fur the city's unemployed." 

The while-haired man snicked over a 
switch and moved away from the microphone. 
For a moment be stood staring into the tele- 
visor, watching Hoffman- sitting paralysed in 
liis chair. Then he flung over another switch 
and the pictnre faded. 

Hoffman had got to pay- or die. They 
would all have to. 

For a moment the Master of (he Destroyer 
gazed up at the rearing machine almost with 
a look of reverence. Then he turned and 
went, down the steps in the floor, along the 
underground tunnel, and up into tlie fnrm- 
house. As dusk came, down over the moors 
a shepherd saw the lights come on at. 
Dead Elm Farm. Then, leaving liis few 
scattered sheep to stray, he hurried across 
to the car that stood behind a rise in the 
ground, and drove off. 

A queer notion on the part of a Yorkshire 
shepherd ? Yes. hut- queer things were 
happening lo the world; a queer old roan 
had come to live at, Dead Elm Farm. 
The gigantic luxury liner of the wealthy 
oil magnate, Henry Plunier, had been wiped 
from the seas — blotted out as though it had 
never been there. Benz, the head of a 
gigantic armaments ring, had been warned 
— and one of his explosives sheds blasted 
completely out of existence. Scotland Yard 
had got excited, and Chief Detective- 
Inspector Grosvenor, of tlie Special Depart- 
ment, had nut- young Detective-Sergeant, 
William Castledala on to tile job. But Billy 
had also had his warning from Death's 
spokesman. Yes, queer things were happen- 

”%16 old man was early in the barn next 
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The Man Whose Touch was Death 



BROADCASTS 



morning. For several hoars lie examined an 
indexed file, gleaning information from a 
hundred different sources and noting it "n 
the records. Carefully lie compiled in neat 
handwriting the death warrant of a hundred 
millionaires. 

At about one o'clock he crossed over to 
the control panel of the big transmitter; 
turned dials and switches with delicate 
fingers. Bent over the televisor until Hoff- 
mnu came to view : a dishevelled Hoffman 
who had obviously slept badly. The corrupt 
Governor of New- York State was shaving 
himself before a mirror. 

The white-haired man saw the sudden 
trickle of blood from Hoffman's chin ns his 
dead voice spoke into tile microphone. Saw 
Hoffman swing round in sudden terror, 
struggling to keep a grip on his jangled 



He saw the Governor’s face go ashen under 
the patches of lather, then he saw his lips 
moving in n torrent, of speech. The white- 
! aired man watched his lips, read every word 
clearly as if ho could hear them : 
" You're trying to bluff me — whoever you 
are. Sonic double-crossing hound who's got 
the low-down on me! What's your price. 

And these <aine dead tones breaking into 
Hoffman's consciousness: "A million 

dollars to the unemployed, and your 
immediate resignation." 

Hoffman cowered as tlio reply came. 



‘tidying himself 
yourself, eh ? 
ef the State 



It was done in a split second. The white- 
haired man. gazing with expressionless face 
into the screen, suddenly switched off the’ 
Televisor and moved slowly across to the 
indexed file. 

And just past the inter section in One* 
Forty-Fifth Street, the crowds gathered. The 
-shrill scream of a police siren came above the 
thunder of traffic. 

A hysterical stenographer was led into a 
drug-store sobbing : " I saw it all. The 
auto came across the intcr-section. Then 
there wasn't no auto, only a man’s naked 
body rolling along the road. Bolling over 
and over until if disappeared nndcr that 
approaching truck. ..." 

And the truck-driver, gratefully accepting 
a proffered cigarette : " Guess lie must have 
jumped from one of these buildings. Didn't 
step off the side-walk ' I swear. Saw him 
rolling in front of toy wheels, and couldn't 
do a thing." 

And lie turned uway as the broken and 
twisted body was lifted out from beneath 
the jiicked-up axle and covered with a 
mackintosh sheet. 

. And even gs the first newspaper reporter 
was 'phoning liis story to the news-room, a 
white-haired man in a forgotten corner of 
England was writing on n sheet, headed 
" H. B. Hoffman," the significant words; 
" Died in a street accident." 



* NUMBER SEVENTEEN FAILS 



Bight. I'll have 
before the day's 

rest "of 'em down 

r Uy on— or take 



The white-haired man didn't even smile; 

'» Ef.-cly looked up et the Destroyer that 
teweieii above him. He switched off the 
radio transmitter and concentrated nn the 
Televisor : turning the tuning dials as Hoff* 

H saw him toy with his breakfast; saw 
., manservant help him on with his coat and 
hand him his hat and gloves. Saw him. pass 
< •at '-‘i the house, lost him tor a moment, and 
then picked hirn up aguin as he entered the 
garage at the side of the house. Saw him 
wave the chauffeur aside and climb in at 
the wheel. The white-haired man's fingers 
slowly moved the dials an the ear shot out 
of the drive and into the main road, up 
Brooklyn Avenue into One-Forty- Fiftii 
Street. At the inler-sectiori where East 
Twenty-Third Street cuts across One-Forty- 
Fifth Street Hoffman's car was brought to a 
standstill in a truffle block. 

The white-haired man's left hand reached 
out to the delicate directional apparatus of 
the Destroyer. The roof of the burn slid 
silently open, and the great barrel of the 
Destroyer swung slowly round. The man 
snatched his gaze from the Televisor screen 
for a moment and concentrated on the mass 
of dials and levers at the side of the Des- 
troyer. Tiieri a tiny black X appeared on the 
screen of the Televisor, and as his fingers 
moved on the controls of the Destroyer the 
X moved slowly up One-Forty-Fifth Street 
until it came to vest at the other side of the 
inter-sectiqii. 

He saw the traffic released ; saw Hoffman's, 
car leap forward across the in ter- sec linn and 
— -just as its radiator touched the X on the 
screen — his left hand stabbed down and a 
ribbon of bright light stabbed from the 
barrel of the Destroyer and snaked over the 

SCOOPS— Tune 9, 1934 



I r was a week Inter that the bearded 
Jiephord who tended his flock in the neigh- 
bourhood of Dead Elm Farm decided to con- 
firm his suspicions of the disused barn. 

Not a day had passed without him send- 
ing a report to that unknown individual 
who employed him. Reports that were 
addressed to* t» newsagent off the Strand and 
marked "To Be Called For." 

Every day he watched that forlorn group 
of buildings, not daring to disobey, since 
his employer was suddenly so anxious to know 
all that transpired there. ' And now he had 
been ordered to get inside — and to come 

. Those were the instructions he had re- 
ceived from the man above — Karl Benz, the 
head of the great armament# combine that 
was threatening the peace of the world. The 
Master had already warned Benz, and Benz 
— with the aid of the reports from the shep- 
herd, known to him as No. 17 — was deter- 
mined to strike first. 



ing much to fear. lie felt the gun 
nestling iu the pocket of his smock, -lust 
wait for- the old man to go out for Ins' 
daily walk, then sneak in — and out. Sea 
all there was to see, submit a detailed 
report. That was all ; better than sitting 
staring at the place all clay. 

• From behind u low stone wall he watched 

the lieot figure of the white-haired old yuan 
come out of the door of the farmhouse and 
move slowly off on those frail legs of his. 
lie wouldn't be back for an hour . . . and 
sixty minutes would be more than enough 
to find out what . was inside. . . 

• Ho watched the old man until he was out 
of sight behind a drop in .the ground, then 
slowly he manoeuvred his, flock closer to the 
broken wire fence that encircled the farm. 
Couldn’t be loo. careful; better to have » 
convincing excuse, just in ease . . . 

Steered the shee.p through a. gap in the 
fence and watched them ns they wandered 
dose to the farmhouse. Then darted across 
to the shelter of the porch and' started to 



insert the skeleton keys until one fitted nud 
ho felt the lock turn. Cautiously he edged 
open the door, saw tliat lie was iu the stone- 
flagged kitchen autl darted inside, closing the 
door behind him. 

The kitchen was much the same ::s any 
other farmhouse kitchen— tcd-brick (lour ami 
plastered walls. A white-wood table with, 
a. tea-pot on it stood opposite the sink. 
Number Seventeen pushed through the dour 
at the other eiid and entered the living- room. 
*lfe examined it carefully, looking behind 
the few pictures, testing the dresser . . . and 
lifting the carpet. He started hi excitement 
(is llm -trap-dour was revealed, and permitted 
himself a quiet, smile of triumph as it opened 
to his touch. 

From the pockets of his smock he with- 
drew an electric flash-lamp mid the revolver. 
He played the pencil of light -down into 
the darkness, and — seeing the electric globes 
— searched until he found tho switch. Then, 
with his gnu held in readiness, he made his 
way down ami along the tunnel. 

He reached the stone steps that ascended 
at the for end, climbed cautiously, and 
raised the trap an inch at a time. Glimpsed 
the bases of the apparatus, lifted the flap 
and emerged into the barn. His eyes 
gleamed with suppressed excitement as they 
fastened on the gleaming steel and hakelite 
of the Destroyer. Saw tho great control 
panels of transmitter and televisor; heard 
the low whine of dynamos and iin-h'iiips. 
Realised that, lie was in possession of Mm 
secret for which tho nmu above would pay 

He made a few hasty notes in' a pocket 
book, glanced at bis watch, and realised Hint 
he’d got to get away. With a last glance, 
at the Destroyer, Number Seventeen bent 
to lift the trap-door. Jerked at tins iron 
ring . . . and recoiled in a spasm of agony 
as two hundred volts jerked through his 

For a moment he cowered back in sudden 
terror, then lie saw a thick rubber mat ami- 
dragged it over to the trap. 'Standing on 
this he jerked again at the ring hut-r although 
he felt no shock, ho was unable to lift tho 
flap. He looked around wildly, searching for 
some means of escape. No door, no windows, 
no skylights. ,Tuat four walls and the root 
. .' . and the floor that was closed to him. 

. Number Seventeen struggled to still his 
jangling nerves. He’d heeu in tighter places 
before — -much tighter. What had- ha got- to 
fear? Nothing — only a white-haired man 
frail with senility. He’d wait for him to 
arrive, shoot- him as lie raised the flap — ready 
to snatch at it- before it could drop back in 
place us the old man crumpled into the fnnncl 
below. That was (he idea — jnst wait,.. 

He watched the minute hand of ID- 
twenty-four-hour clock on the wall move, 
slowly round the dial. Waited a quarter of 
an hour, twenty minutes, twenty-five . . . 
and froze iuto immobility as lie . saw tho 
flap rising. Crouched behind the Destroyer, 
then — as the flap rose six inches — discharged 
a volley of bullets from bis revolver iuto the 
aperture. 

He saw the flap dropping back and leapt : i 
it, suatched at- the edge and held it . Started 
to pull it open, and whirled round in panic a- 
a dead voice spoke : " Don’t move ! ’ 

The flap dropped from his nerveless hand, 
and fell silently into place. Ho tm-yied 
slowly, and sow the white-haired man stand 
ing at the farther end of the room, a blue 
automatic held in a steady fist. The white 
haired man with expressionless face, but 
standing on firm legs and with a body that 
spoke of strength. 

Number Seventeen .fought to keep a grip on 
his nerves. He forced a smile (o his ashen 
lips : " Sheep strayed, muister. Came in 
here — curious like. . . .” 

" You are lying. Shepherd’s smock and a 
revolver aren’t in keeping." lie paused u 
moment, then he asked iu those same dead 
tones : " Who sent, yon l ” 

Benz's agent tried to bluff it out, imtil he 
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The Naked Man From the Skies 



•was compelled to forsake hi- rule >•( 
shepherd : " Nobody sent me; l heard quern 
things were going on liere. 1 reckoned I’d 
have a look round. . . 

" Vi hi lie. The man above sent you. 
tVlin is he, eh? ” 

Number Seventeen licked at his lips : " I 
don't know— honestly.” 

And for once lie spoke the truth. 

" To whom do you send your reports ? ” 

The spy remained silent. 

" I would ask yon not to compel n •• to 
make you talk,” the white-baited man said in 
his lifeless tones. 

“ To— to a newsagent’s oH th; Strand. To 
be called for.” 

The Master of the Destroyer noted the 
address, keeping a watchful eye on the other 

“What are you going to do with n.r' 
What are you going to do with me, eh? " 
Number Seventeen screamed in panic. 
" You can’t keep me here — can’t— can t kill 



luan asked evenly. 

Number Seventeen stood in trembling 
silence. Then : " I nearly said too much — 
that’s all.” 

“ I’ll never '! " the Master of the 

Destroyer repealed remorselessly. Then, 
after a pause : “ In your personal interests 1 
would advise yon to continue that sentence 
u In ought to such an abrupt conclusion. I 
— — — that it would interest 



He had let 
. . . that was 



Get 



Tlx- spy forgot his caution : forgot eve 
his own danger in a gust of sudden anger 
” Yes. I’ll finish it. If you kill me, you’ 
never live to gloat over it- The man above- 
the man I work for — is going to wipe you 
— you and all this apparatus of yours. ' 
that ? He’s going to wipe you out : he'* 
■•■ending a 'plane to bomb you and your 
laboratory to blazes. In less than an hour. 

' So soon as that ? ” the Muslei remarked, 
almost with interest. 

Number Seventoeu shivered; the icy calm 
of the old mart was uncanny : “ That’s what 
1 was here for, see? To have 11 look round 

were bombing the right place. If it wasn't 
I was to signal — and now 1 won't sigual . . . 
and the red 'plane is on the way. 

“ A red flying machine . the white- 
haired man remarked again. 

■As his voice died both of them became con- 
scious of a sound alien to the low murmur 
of the electrical generators. The sound of 
an approaching flying machine. The Master 
eyed tlie other curiously. And Number 
Seventeen, meeting that gaze, suddenly lost 
his last vestige of nerve. 

” He’s coming now — coming to blow this 
place to the sky. I've got to get out — got 
to get out ! " 

As the drone of the aero-engine grew 
louder tho white-haired man's expression 
never altered. He glanced from the spy to 
the Destroyer, and back to the spy again. 
Then : “ I’m going to lot you free. If you 
rome back again I shall kill you. 1 intended 
to kill you, but now I hard not time. No 
man miiBt witness Death's Broadcast . . . 
and live. Go.” 

Wild-eyed, Number Seventeen flung him- 
self down the stone steps. 11a red along the 
tunnel und up at the other end. 

As he flung himself out of the farm -house 
door and raced madly out on to the moors 
he was conscious of the thunder of the aero- 
engine above him. He flung a terror -; rickcu 
glance heavenwards . . . and gasped. 

The machine above carried the red. white 
and blue rings of the R.A.F. and. as it 
passed overhead and roared into the distance. 
Nnmber Seventeen knew that it was not the 



, . But still th 
machine — this red 'plane — that he had 
spoken of. That would be flying overhead 
any minute, He'd got' to locate it ; 
dangerous to let it approach too close. 

H’o bent over the televisor ; turned the 
dials of the sensitive directional apparatus 
. . . methodically searching the sky at every 
point of the compos,. He saw a squadron of 
Interceptors li-e from the RA F. training 
school a hundred miles away; snw several 
private machines at other points. But it was 
nearly twenty minutes later that he picked 
up the red machine winging its way over 
Surrey towards London. Its v. ings and fuse- 
lage were naked of either Air For re symbols 
or registration letters — a machine that 
couldn’t be traced — probably flown from the 
Continent. Obviously, the man above was 

He watched it pass over Croydon, and then 
he turned to the Destroyer. Carefully those 
sensitive fingers played on the keys of the 
control panel A faint gleam — almo-t of 
rapture — appeared in the Muster’s eyes. 
With his flowing white hair, his almost 
reverent expression, he might have been mis- 
taken for an organist lost in his art in some 
cathedral. 

Tho red machine was passing over central 
London when it encountered the tiny cross 
showing on the televisor. People in the 
streets paused to look up at the machine 
as people do. They saw it for what it was 
— a red aeroplane flying high above the busy 
streets. Then it suddenly vanished from 
view — as if it had been swallowed in the 
transparency of a cloud. Just vanished . . . 
and the people in the streets turned back 
to their Wines; and the shop windows. 

It was over half a minute later that a 
naked body fell with terrible force to the 
pavement of Piccadilly C-ircns. Somebody 
screamed as a man's body, with out-flung 
limbs, struck the coping of one of the build- 
ings and bounced off midst a shower of 
slates. Crushed to the pavement with a 
horrific thud. 

A District Messenger slopped dead iu his 
tracks, swayed n little and fell in a faint. 
Sonic where a woman screamed. A policeman 
ran forward, hesitated a moment beside the 
flattened moss of Weeding flesh . . . then 
hastily flung his cape over it. His whistle 
shrilled abovu the roar of the traffic. Tlie 
crowd begun to gather, staring in morbid 
fascination at tlie outstretched cape. 

A police van swung to a standstill and the 
pulped flesh that had been a man was lilted 
iuto the interior and borne away. 

Tlie ic.l machine was forgotten ; nobody 
marked that it did not reappear from the 
cloud that had hidden it. Only the Master, 
sitting at the control keys of the Destroyer, 
knew that he who broadcast the Melody of 
Death must nol expect recognition. And the 
man above was left to bite his nails in anger ; 
to look at the record of Number Seventeen 
. . . and to act. 

The body of a middle-aged man, dressed in 
a shepherd's smock, was found lying in a 
road side ditch in the early hours of the 
following morning. There was nothing by 
which he could lie identified. Just dead — 
with a neat hole drilled through his temple 
. . . shot through the head at close range. 
Karl Benz had no room in his organisation 
for men who failed. 



* THE MASTER GIVES A HINT 

D etective sergeant castlf. 

DALE— Special Dept., C l 1) -hastily 
tubbed and commenced to dress. The 
memory of that inte rvi ew with his Chief — 
Detective-Inspector Orosvenor — yesterday 
afternoon flooded luck to hi.- memory. 
Grosvenor had given him his Big Champ — 
the job of locating the mystery broadcaster 
of death. 



Billy Castledale grinned into the mirror 
as he shaved. To find a man that might be 
anywhere : a man who nobody knew ; a devil 

vomited sudden death ! It was certainly his 
Big Chance, hut il was going to be an even 
bigger job ! 

It was whilst lie was knotting liis tie that 
the dead voice that hud addressed him on 
tlie previous evening suddenly spoke quietly 
from the portable wireless set iu his room ; 

' You are wasting your time in trying to 
find me. \ou will never find me. I do not 
wish to have to kill you. . . .” 

Tlie young detective, staring with gaping 
mouth at the receiver, suddenly lost con- 
trol : You killed Bardniph Barker ; you 

killed tliat poor devil who lell in Piccadilly 
Circus. You’ve killed others . . . and for 
that at least you're going to hang ... 1 ” 
Castledalo stopped abruptly u the full 
sense of his stupidity came to him. This 
thing must lie gelling on his nerves — what a 
fool he must look shouting at a wireless set ' 
But apparently the Master had heard him. 
The detective did not know that the mystery 
man — staring into the view-finder a couple 
of hundred miles away — had read tlie move- 
ment of his lips. All he knew was that thr 
dead voice was answering him : 

“ Yes, 1 killed Barker. Barker had been 
systematically robbing the ratepayers who 
trusted him. But it is not of that- that I wish 
to talk to you. 1 have told you that you 
are wasting time— courting death— in your 
efforts to suppress me. The world will not 
hear the last of me until my work is done ” 
‘‘Your work — what is your work!” 
Castledale asked excitedly. 

“ It does not mntter. At the moment I 
am interested in year work. Yon must nol 
continue your investigations into my activi- 
ties. There is more important work for you 
to do. I have just seen a starving woman 
have her last half-crown returned to her by 
a grocer. That half-crown was counterfeit, 
planted on her by a soul less crook. Not half 
a mile from where you are now standing a 
gang of coiners are circulating two thousand 
counterfeit coins per day. The address is 
the top floor of 951, Chaningtoa-strect, Soho. 
That is you, work.” 

And tho voice' from tho wireless set was 
ilent. 



For a 

tlie s 



.-ill-dale : 

He 



sked a 



a question, 

eceived only silence. He paused, Irv- 
ing 10 think coherently. Then he hastily 
finished hi* dressing and dashed in a taxi to 
the Yard. He immediately went to tho 
room of the chief of the C.I.D. 

" Well, yonng fellow -me-lad,” Superin- 
tendent Humphreys greeted him. “ what can 
I do for you ? 

“ I want u dozen picked men,” the young- 
ster said hesitantly. ’ and I want to go with 
them. I've been told — I’ve had information 
—of a gang of coiners that are operating iu 
Soho. Tin not sure that I can rely on the 
information ; therefore I want to go along 
with the men . . . and if nothing comes of ii 
I shall be glad if you won't shout it abroad.” 

Humphreys hesitated, then : ” O.K., 

Castledale. But 1 don't know what tho Yard 
is coming to when young men from the 
■Special Branch come m and try to run the 
Criminal Investigation Department." His 
eyes twinkled : ” All right, J'll give the 
necessary instructions. When do you want 

” Bight now. They'd better have guns, 
and we ll have a lorry. I’ll be down in tho 
yard in ten minutes. Thanks. Chief.” 
And he hurried out to make his own pre- 

A quarter of an hour later, a heavy lorry 
with a tarpaulin cover that effectively con- 
cealed its contents might have been seen 
rumbling down Whitehall to Trafalgar 
Square. It moved up Charing Cross Tiuad 
mid turned down into the maze of side-streets 
on the left until it came to a halt just before 
Charringtou Street. 
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Death’s Little Joke 





When the Law Investigates 



superior iiltioer immediately m the event of 
hi? seeing any auspicious flash. Il was im- 
perative that exact time and locution should 

The policeman dismounted from Ills bicycle 
and, in the light of liis oil-lump, carefully 
noted iu Ilia pocket-book the necessary dutu. 
Then I'.C. 0.027— in an excess ol /am!— m«.h 
a mistake. 

He went to remount his tn.u him-, un.l 
hesitated. It was over three miles back to 
the station. By the time he reporter! i might 
If too late. He propped hi? machine against, 
•lie low stone wall and. flashing his lamp 
before him. be started ofl at a . apid pare 
across the mo-. And all the t me he kept 
his eyes focused on :2at patch of blackness 

As he drew closer to bis objective he 
: aliseJ lliat be was approaching Head Elui 
Farm. He reme. bered now that the place 
had been empty for some time, but recently 
he'd heard tell of a strange old man mining 
to live there. It sounded queer . . . 
decidedly queer. 

He tripped over a large rock nnd ogain 
bis flash-lamp pierced the darkness. And 
the Muster, breathing deep of the night air 
at the door of the farmhouse, sniv it. lie 
darted bunk into the kitchen, raised the flap 
in the floor mid hurried along the under- 
ground tunnel that connected the house with 
ihe 1*111. He came up in the control room 
of the Destroyer. 



Fev 



I he 



nl panel, until another brief flash from 
policeman's lump showed momentarily iu 
view-finder. For a second he paused— v 
dering whether per!m[w the constable wo. 
some innocent mission. P.C. 11.027 u 
knew how close Im had been to lining 
naked and insiiiio by the vengeance of 

Then the Muster hesitated Purely 
could outwit x country policeman .' As 
beam of the lump drew steadily , loser 
Master ilarted aero-, to a switch on 
farther wall. He stabbed it down and 
whole room sank bodily into the ground. 
Master had foreseen such a ■ uetr \ « 
he had built the Destrover. The tnteno 
the old barn — walls, floor aud iv.f— t 
boili as a complete unit. This unit 
mounted on a hydrauii - ramp, the p 
for which was obtained fiom what 
ostensibly toe power-plant for the •de- 
lighting of the farm. The prim iple 
much the same as the hydraulic ramp i 
iu modern garages for raising motor . 
Normally, thu lump was always tari.d. 
a pressure on the control Icier tv ns Midi- 
to cause tlio complete room housing 
Destroyer to sink down. The top of 
ceiling beeumo I lie hay-strewn Hour of 
old barn. 

No sooner bad the control room took 
position than the Master hurried l-a.k a 
ihe tuunel and up iuto tbe farmhouse, 
was seated in the living-room tea- 



CAN IT BE DONE ? 



ton- /A ... ."Sy Ruiy when l'.f. G.027 hammered 
the on tlie door. A change came over thu 
the Master. The agility thu: had dominated his 
run- recent movements vanished. When he 
, on crossed the room I" admit the policeman lie 
•ver was an infirm old man. His bent legs 
left seemed almost, iticupablo of supporting Ins 
the frail body. 

lie lifted the latch, and the policeman 
be grunted " Uood •veiling, sir.” 
l|, 0 The Master motioned him to enter. 'Ihe 
1 1 , a constable bad been uncertain of what he 
t>, r would find at Dead Elm Farm, but he cei- 
t tic tainly drd uot expert to fknd a doddering old 
The fool who was slightly deaf arid appeared to 
hen sj*end his lime in reading Dickens. 

, ,, Now, what can 1 do for you' " a»ked 

the Master smiling nervously, and cupping 
was bis hand to hi* ear the better l» <atch las 
,« r , visitor's reply . 

n-fl» The policeman hesitated; couldn't let this 
in,- old fool think he'd come across the moo. 
was looking for lightning. He struggled to adopt 
o neighbourly atlilude : " Thought I'd just 
am. look in on you. sil-MWg as I'd heard you 
but was a newcomer to these parts. Bit lonely 
ijke on your own out here; sort of thought 
the i! my duty jit.il to look you up to see that 
lli,. everything wua nil right. I remember down 
lli„ ut limistm vilh* when I was a youngster in 
the Force there was an old cliaji — ro hit of 
• , n hermit like— who lived on his own with 
I the nearest neighbour a mile away. Nobody 
He ever went to w~* him. until 1 thought I'd 
i: n- look him up one evening." 

® *' And he was pleased to set* you? the 

= Master asked, ■ •.ippr-v-ing with diff ■ alt.v the 
desire to smile at this garrulon 
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O IMPLY INSERT COIN IN THIS 
NOVEL PUMP ANO PETROL WILL 
PLOW AUTOMATICALLY. 

CAN IT BE DONE? 



finder, 
pacing th 
to find si 

ThoJilM 



hurriedly; ’ bur I'm in the best of health, 
though L.i rbeumatka have been cruel this 

"The policeman got to his feet , cursing him- 
self for being such a fool as to come out 
here. " Well, I reckon I'll be getting along,'* 
he said slowly, making for the door. 

“ Would you like In see over the farm? " 
thu Muster asked impishly. "It's dark, of 
course, but I’ve hud an electric light plant 
installed. I'm sure you would find it inter- 
esting. I "ns told when I bought this place 
that some of the uk beams must bo three 
hundred years old . . . and I expect they'll 
still be standing when you and I have gone." 
He laughed hollowly 

Tbe Master showed him over the farm; 
showed him the living-rooms and bedrooms 
c-Mbe farmhouse Took him oat of tbe front 

door and round tc the barn ; the policeman 
didn't even I -other to go insole as the Mister 
wared eloquent on the old o ox 1-ean v. 'Ihe 



'S r ‘y 



icycle and was about to 
mount when, with an irnpnlsiyc movement, ho 
extracted his pocket-book and tore out the 
page on which lie bad noted the details of Hut 
lightning flash. He crumpled it in his hand 
and Ann- it into the ditch. " Old fool ! " 
he muttered savagely, and mounted his 
machine. 

And back in the control Timm at Dead F.Im 
r was gazing inti five viciv- 
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Amazing Adventures 
with the Famous Old 
Scientist, Professor 
Challenger 



The World Awakens 
from the Dead when 
the Earth clears — 



myself. Was it possible to exist, upon a dead 
world? Just, as in physics llie greater body 
draws to itself the lessee, would we not feel 
an overpowering attraction from that vast 
body of humanity which had passed into the 
unknown? IIow would the end come? 
Would it bo from a return of the poison? 
Or would the earth be uninhabitable from the 
mephitic products of universal decay? Or, 
finally, might our awful situation prey upon 
and unbalance our minds? A group of in- 
sane folk upon a dead world ! My mind was 
brooding upon ibis last dreadful idea when 
some slight, noise caused me to look down 
upon the road beneath me. The old cab- 
horse was coining np the hill ! 

X was conscious at the same install! of tins 
twittering of birds, of someone coughing in 
the yard below, and of a background of move- 
ment in the landscape. And yet I remember 
that it was that absurd, emaciated, super- 
annuated cab-horse which held my gaze. 
Slowly and wlieezily it was climbing the 
slope. Then my eye' travelled to the driver 
sitting hunched uji upon the box, and finally 
to the young man who was leaning out of the 
window in some excitement and shouting a, 
direction. They were all indubitably, nggres- 

Evcrvbodv was alive once more ! Had it 
ail been a delusion ? Was it conceivable that 
this whole poison belt incident luid been an 
elaborate dream? For an instant my startled 
brain was really ready to believe it. Then 
I looked down, and there was the rising 
blister on my hand where it was frayed by 
the rope of the City bell. It had really been 
so, then. An d yet hern was the world re- 
suscitated — here was life come hack iu mi 
instant full tide to the planet. Now, as my 
eyes wandered all over the great, landscape, 
1 saw it in every direction — and moving, (■> 
my amazement, in the very same groove in 
which it had halted. There were the golfers. 
Whs it possible that they were going on with 
(heir game? Yes, there was a fellow driving 
off from a tee, and that other group upon tint 
green were surely putting for the hole. Tim 
reapers were slowly trooping hauls to their 
work. The nurse-girl had slapped one of her 
charges and then began to push the peram- 
bulator up the hill. Everyone bad uncon- 
cernedly taken up the thread at the very 
point where they had dropped il. 

T rushed downstairs, but the hall door was 
open, mid I heart! the voices of my com- 
panions, loud in astonishment nml congratu- 
lation, in the yard- How we all shook hands 



N D cow I come to the end of this 
l eii.-vordinary incident, so overshadow- 
* mg u its importance, not ■ :n oar 
n email', individual lives, but ir. the general 
•- :v of the human iare. 

!<■ i said when I began my narrative, when 
history comes to he written this occur- 
- will finely stand out among all other 
T's s tnooiuain towering among -.is 
thills. Oar feneration has been reserved 
» very file. tiaee u 



are richer than before, even after they have 
paid those inn-eased contributions to l ho 
common fund which have so raised the 
standard of life in these islands. 

There is some < lash of opinion as t 



wake.. 



. . p the fnnoihry and revrr- 
cv»* w . , tins great shock has taught it 
can rriiy he shown by the future. 

1 ihiik it, is safe to say that things can 
never 1“ quite the same again. Never can 
•ee i exl^c how powerless and ignorant one 
ami how one is upheld by an unseen band, 
ii.i f-it an instant that- hand has seemed to 
.o c and to crush. Death has been immi- 
nent upon us. We know that at any moment 
il may be again. That grim presence shadows 
our lives, but who can deny that in that 
shadow the sense of doty, the feeling of 
sobriety and responsibility, the appreciation 
of the gravity anil of the objects oi' life, the 
earnest desire to develop anil improve have 
grown ami become real with us to a degree 
that has leavened our whole society front cnil 
to end? It is something beyond sects and 
beyond dogmas. It is rather an alteration, 
of perspective, a shifting of our sense of pro- 
portion, a vivid realisation (hat we arc in- 
significant and evanescent creatures, existing 
• ■il sufferance otul at the mercy of the first 
chill wind from the unknown. 

[tut if the world has grown graver with 
this knowledge it is not, I think, a sadder 
place in consequence. Surely we are agreed 
that, the more sober and restrained pleasures 
of the present ara deeper as well as wiser 
Ilian tho noisy, foolish hustle which passed 
so often for enjoyment in the days of old — 
days so recent and yet. already so incon- 
ceivable. Those empty lives which were 
wasted in aimless visiting and being visited, 
in the worry of great and unnecessary house- 
holds! in the arranging and eating of ela- 
borate and tedious meals have now found vest 
and health in the reading, the music, the 
gentle family communion which comes from 
a simpler anil saner division of their time. 
’Vilh greater health ami greater pleasure they 
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witnesses that Big Ben 
pointed to ten minutes past six at the 
moment. The Astronomer Koval has fixed 
the fireenwich lime at twelve past six. On 
the other hand, Laird Johnson, a very cap- 
able East Anglian observer. 1ms recorded 
six-twenty as the hour. In the Hebrides it 
was as late as seven. In our own rase there 
can be no doubt whatever, for I wax seated 
in Challenger’s study with his carefully- 
tested chronometer in front of me a! tho 
moment-. The hour was, a quarter-past six. 

Ail enormous depression was weighing upon 
my spirits. The cumulative effect <il all the 
dreadful sights which we had seen upon our 
journey was heavy upon my soul. With my 
abounding animal health and great physical 
energy any kind of mental clouding was n 
rare event, I had the Irish faculty of seeing 
sonic gleam of hmnour iu every darkness. 
But now tho obscurity was appalling and un- 
relieved. Tlie others were downstairs mak- 
ing I heir Jplahs- for the future. I sat hy tho 
, open window, my c hin resting upon my hand, 
and my mind a hsorWihin tho misery of our 
situation. Could wo "OiiRrtue to live? That 
was the question which 1 hSd.'beguri to ask 



* THE GREAT AWAKENING 
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The Mj'Stery of the Waking World 



8nd laughed as we came together, anil how 
Mis. Challenger kissed 11s all in her emotion, 
before she finally threw herself into the bear- 
hug of liar husband 1 

“ But they could nnl have been asleep!' 
cried Lord John. “ Dash it all, Challenger, 
you don't mean me to believe that those folk 
were asleep, with their staring eyes and stiff 
limbs, and that awful death-grin on their 

" It can only have been the condition that 
is called catalepsy," said Challenger. " 1! 
has been a rare phenomenon in the past, and 
has constantly been mistaken for death. 
While it, endures the temperature falls, the 
respiration disappears, the heart-beat is in- 
distinguishable — in feet, it it death, save 
that it is evanescent. Even the most com- 
prehensive mind "—here lie closed his eyes 
and simpered — " could hardly conceive a 
universal outbreak of it in this fashion." 

'inn may label it catalepsy," remarked 
Siiinmerlee, " bat, after all, that is only a 
name, and we know as little of the result 
as we do of the poison which has caused it. 
The most we can say is that the vitiated ether 
lias produced a temporary death." 



‘•That was so." 

“And J not there!" lie groaned, anil 
turned dismally once more to the hosing of 

There was a sudden grinding of wheels 
upon gravel. The old cab had actually pulled 
up at Challenger's door. 1 saw the young 
occupant step out from ii. An instant later 
the maid, who looked as lousled and be- 
wildered as if she had that instant been 
roused from the deepest sleep, appealed with 
a caril upon a tray. Challenger snorted 
ferociously ns he looked at it. and his thick 
black hail - seemed to bristle np in his wrath. 

“ A Pressman ! " lie growled. Then, with 
a deprecating smile : " After all. it is natural 
that the whole world should hasten to know 
what 1 think of such an episode." 

“ That can hardly be his errand," said 
Summeilee, "for lie was on the road in his 
cab before ever the crisis came." 

I looked at the card : “ James Baxter. 
London Correspondent. AT ic Y oil: Monitor." 

" You'll see him? " said 1. 

" Not l." 

" Oh, George ! You should be kinder and 
more considerate to others. Surely you have 
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Austin was seated all its u heap on the step 
i,r [be car. Ir was hi" coughing which 1 ii.nl 
heard from above. He had been holding his 
bi-a.l iii silence, but now he was muttering to 
himself and running bin eyes over the car. 

Young fat-heiid ! ” he grumbled. “Can't 
leave things alone! ” 

" Wlint's the matter, Austin? " 

“ Lubricators left, running., sir. Someone 
bus been fooling with the ear. 1 expect it's 
tlnit young garden hoy. sir." 

Lord John looked guilty. 

“1 don't know what's amiss with me. ' 
continued Austin, staggering to his feet. 

1 expect I came over queer when I was 
hosing her down. 1 seem to remember 
Hopping over by the step. But I'll swear 
I never left- those lubricator taps on." 

Tn a condensed narrative the astonished 
Austin was told wlinl had happened to liiui- 
self and the world. The mystery of the 
dropping lubricators was also explained to 
him. He listened with an air of deep dis- 
trust when told how an amateur had driven 
his car, and with absorbed interest to the 
few sentences in which our experiences of 
the sleeping City were recorded. 1 can re- 
member his comment, when the story was 

'■Was you outside the Bank of England, 

" Yes. Austin." 

" With all them millions inside and every- 
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learned something from what we have under- 
lie tut-lntted and shook liis big. obstinate 

"A poisonous bleed! Eli, Malone? The 
worst weed in modern civilisation, I he ready 
tool of the quack and the hindrance of the 
self-respecting man! When did they ever 

" When did yon ever sav a good word to 
them? " 1 answered. "Come. sir. this is a 
Stranger who has made a journey to see you. 
1 am sure that you won't lie rude to linn." 

"Well, well." he grumbled . "you come 
with me and do the talking. I protest in 
advance against any such outrageous invasion 
of my private life." Muttering and mumb- 
ling, he. came rolling after me like an angry 
and rattier ill-conditioned mastiff. 

The dapper young American pulled out his 
notebook and plunged instantly into his 

" I came down, sir," said he. " ficcauso 
our people in America would very much like 
to hear more about this danger which is. in 
your opinion, pressing upon the world." 

" I know of no danger which is now press- 
ing upon the world." Challenger answered, 
gruffly. 

The. Pressman looked at him in mild 
surprise. 

" I meant, sir, the chances that the world 
might run- into a belt of poisonous Ct her." 



"I do not now apprehend any sur.li 
danger," said Challenger. The Preasmaii 
looked even more perplexed. 

“ You are Professor Challenger, arc you 
not ? ” he asked. 

“ Yes, sir, that is my name." 

“ I cannot understand, then, lir.w yon can 
say that there is no such danger. I am 
alluding to your own letter, published above 
vour name in the London Times of this 
morning. 

It was Challenger's turn to look surprised. 

" This morning? " said he. " Mo Loudon 
Times was published this morning." 

“ Surely, sir," said the American, in mild 
remonstrance, “ you must admit that the 
London Times is a daily paper." He drew 
out a copy from his inside pocket. “ Hera 
is the letter to which I refer." 

Challenger chuckled and rubbed his hands. 

“ I begin to understand," said he. " Fo 
you read this letter this morning? " 

" And came at- once to interview me? 

“ Yes, sir." 

“ Did you observe anything unusual upon 
the journey down? 

" Well, to tell the troth, your people 
seemed more lively and generally human than 
1 have ever seen them. The baggage-man 
set out to tell me a funny story, ami that's 
a new experience in this country." 

“ Nothing else? " 

" Why, no. sir, not that 1 can recall.'' 

“ Well, now, what hour did you leave 
Victoria? 

The American smiled. 

" 1 came here to interview you. Professor, 
hut it seems to lie case of : Is this nigger 
fishing, or is lids fish niggeriiig? You're 
doing most of the work." 

" Tt happens to interest me. Do von re- 
call the hour? 

“Sure. It was half-past twelve.” 

" And you arrived? " 

■' At n quarter-past two." 

" And vou hired a cab." 

" That ‘was so." 

" How far do you suppose it is to Hie 

“ Well, 1 should reckon the lies! part of 



" Ho how long do you think it took you? " 
" Well, half mi hour, mayhp. with that 
asthmatic in front." 

“ 'YTs^oi a trifle' after it. " 

The American did so. and then stnred al 
us in astonishment. 

" Say! " he cried. " It's twenty-past six. 
That horse has broken every record, sure. 
Four hours from the station. But it's not 
possible. The sun is pretty low. now that l 
come to look nt it. Well, there's something 
here 1 don't- understand.’ 

“ Have you no remembrance of anything 
remarkable as you came up the hill? " 

“ Well, 1 seem to recollect that I was 
mighty sleepy once. It conies hock to me that 
I wanted to say something to the driver, and 
I liaii 1 couldn't make him heed me. 1 guess 
it was the heat, but I fell swimmy for a 
moment. That's nil." 

" So it is with the whole human race, 
sabl Challenger to me. " They have all felt 
swimmy for a moment. None of them have 
ns yet any comprehension of what has oc- 
curred. Each will go on with his inter- 
rupted job as Austiu has snatched up his 
hose pipe or the golfer continued his game. 
Void editor, Malone, will continue the issue 
of his papers, nud very much amazed lie will 
he at finding dial an issue is missing. Yes, 
iuy young friend." he added, to the American 
reporter, with n sudden mood of amused 
geniality, " it may interest you to know that 
the world lias swum safely through ilia 
poisonous current which swirls like I lie Gulf 
Stream through the ocean of ether. Yon will 
also kindly note for your own future conve- 
nience that to-day is nnl Friday, August the 
twenty-seventh, hut Saturday, August- the 
[t'ont netted in column one of next jnit/r) 
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Continuing 

The Poison Belt 

twenty-eighth, and that you sal senseless i 
your cab for twenty-eight hours upon the 
Rotherfield Hill.” 

And " right here,” as toy American col- 
league would any, I may bring this narrative 
to an end. It is, as yon are probably aware, 
only a fuller and more detailed version of tile 
acconnt which appealed in the Monday edi- 
tion of the Daily Gazette, an account which 
has been universally admitted to be the 
greatest journalistic scoop of all time, which 
sold no fewer than three-and-a-half million 
copies of llie paper. Framed upon the wall 
of my sanctum I retain those magnificent 
headlines : — 

TWENTY-EIGHT HOURS' WORLD 
COMA. 

V NPRECEDENTED EX PER IE N CE. 

CHALLENGER JUSTIFIED. 

Our Correspondent Escapes. 

ENTH R ALLIN C. X .UUtATi VE. 

THE OXYGEN ROOM. WEIRD MOTOR 
DRIVE. 

DEAD LONDON. 

REPLACING THE MISSING PAGE. 

GREAT FIRES AND LOSS OF LIFE. 

WILL IT RECUR? 

Underneath this glorious scroll came nine- 
aud-a-half columns of narrative, in which 
appeared the first, last, and only account of 
tfie history of the planet, so far as one 
observer could draw it, during one long day 
of its existence. Challenger and Snmmerlee 
have treated the matter in a joint scientific 
paper, but to me alone was left the popular 
i.;- t-unt. Snrelv I can sing " Nunc Dimit- 
ris - : What is left but anti climax in the 

life of a journalist after that! 

But let me not end on sensational head- 
lines and a merely personal triumph. Rather 
let me quote the sonorous passages in which 
'.he greatest of Jailr papers ended its admir- 
able leader upon the subject — a leader which 
migat well he filed for reference by every 



c-d us. 






warning have reached us. 
Ba», like all oft-repeated truths, it has in 
time lost something of its actuality and 
cogency. A lesson, and actual experience, 
was needed to bring it home. It is from that 
salutary but terrible ordeal that we have just 
emerged, with minds which are still stunned 
by the suddenness of the blow, and with 
spirits which are chastened hy the realisation 
of our own limitations and impotence. The 
world has [laid a fearful price for its school- 
ing. Hardly yet have we learned the full 
tale of disaster, but the destruction hy lira 
of New York, of Orleans, and of Brighton 
constitutes in itself one of the greatest 
tragedies in the history of our race. When 
the account of the railway and shipping 
accidents has been completed, it will furnish 
grim reading, although there is evidence to 
show that in the vast majority of cases the 
drivers of trains and engineers of steamers 
succeeded in shutting off their motive power 
before succumbing to the poison. Bill- the 
material damage, enormous as it is both in 
life and in property, is not the consideration 
which will be uppermost in our minds to-day. 
All tills may iu tune be forgotten. But what 
will not be forgotten, and what will and 
should continue to obsess our imaginations, 
is tliis revelation of the possibilities of the 
universe, this destruction of our ignorant 
self-complacency, and fills demons! ration of 
how narrow is the path of our imperial ex- 
istence, and what abysses may lie upon either 
side of it. Solemnity and humility are at 
the base of all our emotions to-day. May 
they be'the foundations upon which a more 
earnest add reverent race may build a more 
worthy temple." 

THE END. 
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!■ . •; an.y and was twenty limes lig'i lei than 

No. nothing could go wrong. . . . 

The iiitimetor on the 'Control-room bulk- 
head showed sixty thousand feel. Whatever 
land oi water wns below was lost in a bine 
haze. It was furiously still up here forward, 
complete silence save for the low limn of lie' 
power generators and the rhythmic hiss front 
the gleaming rocket tubes. 

Nothing could go wrong. . . . 

The United Aviation Corporation had „ot 
the contract for the building of the J/W-or 
It was fiom the company's vast air-port that 
the dirigible had taken off. and it • lr from 
the air port's control tower that the radio 
operator kept in i onstant touch with the 
speeding strato-ship. 

Jimmy Hampton, speaking <il>ply into the 
transmitter, was worried, too. He knew that 
— as ohiaf operator in the radio room of the 
air-port— be would be the fust to hear if 
anything went wrong with the Meteor. And 
he was afraid - terribly afraid — that some- 



Trapped in the Electric Zone 

They'll answer; they must answer. 

Jimmy went ou calling, hut non Ids own 
voice Seemed to inmk at him. He felt like a 
man who suddenly finds that he Ims l*eeu 
talking to himself. Vos, he was talking to 
himself. He must he — if the fl hleor were 
there it would answer. If tho Meteor wc'ic 



ight 



go v 



And j 



Jimmy o 



I her lath, 
had a particularly 
tore — hail added 

B«t Kit bad 



Meteor cl 
" United Aviate m 



mg I 



ttirimg 



i °E 



edile 



spiral ion gathered on his forehead, bis 






tied ti 



He leaned forward, 
tensed — waiting to hear that first syllable of 
a ki"w!-dgtnent from the Meteor'e ojxmtor. 

Jnst silence. 

A nnle of urgency in his voice now F-ing 
in a higher note; ' falling Meteor. . . . 
tailing Mr Inn. . . . falling Met cm. 

He snatched at pencil and pad and hastily 



wle.l . 



i paper 



• Me t 



• fails 



nd thrust it into the hand of 

waiting hoy. 

•• (lei Unit to lire Boss ! " 

He turned buck to the IransmiUer, In- 
voice trying to find the giant dirigible that 
vi' somewhere up there — eighty thousand 
fee! above the earth. Or perhaps it wasn't 
theie now. Perhaps it was crashing down 
in fine in broken pieces i’erhaps Kil 

Savagely he i it over the transmitter : 
. . 

He became conscious of a hand gripping 
the flesh of bis shooldei . half turned to see 
Humphreys, the general manager. 1 ruing 

- Good heavens, man : you've got to get 
them ! " he breathed, the blue veins showing 
ou his head. " Go on. call them ; perhaps 
their radio has broken down for a minute or 



* THE DEATH ZONE 

Alhe M-trm had risen 
sand feet, compass and r. 
nals keeping her to bei co 



;era were kw 
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Hamilton Benson’s reasons. 

You see. the five hundred passengers which 
the Met, or carried included the Minister of 
Avia I ion — unit hit (laughter. That wns the 
snag. It was just like Kit Benson to insist 
on putting her pretty head into danger 
At in-. I er father bod given her n definite 



1 „ - t eighty. five thousand : »u -speed 

two hundred ana ten. Everything O.K 
■' O.K." Jimmy grunted with relief 
ft hud been arranged that the Meteor 
should call the air port every five minutes of 
the Bight. Jimmy had strict instructions 
that if the dirigible failed to tiiakn contact 
with him alter five minutes, he wns to call 
tho Miitrur. 

That wns how the world first heard of the 



uoking or drinking — or i 

lounge. There were couples dam ing in the 
ballroom to the strains of the M ■ 1 • or't own 
band; a few ot the more venturesome hud 
donned the special oxygen apparatus and 
ascended through the "air-lock to the pro- 
menade deck oh the top of the giant hull. 

Everything was perfectly normal. Sir 
Hamilton Benson had assured himself f ■ >i tin- 
hundred l h time that nothing con hi go wiong. 
He had just watched Kit walk off to her 
cabin for a book when the disaster happened. 

There was a sudden deafening crackling 
like the I. inning of dry twigs amplified a 
thousand tunes. The shrill screams of terror- 
stricken women mingled with the hoarse com- 
mands uf the o fillers. Then the interior of 
the dirigible was plunged into darkness ns 
the electric lighting failed, and then it could 
be seen I hat tiny Mae flames flickered from 
the metal bulkheads, from the brass instru- 
men’.s of the slrato-ship’s Iwmd from the 



Deadly kIcbk save for that infernal 
crackle The generators were silent, no sound 
from flic rocket lubes : just a terrible silence, 
broken only by that fiendish cackling that 
now sounded vaguely like machine gun (mug 
in the disla nee. 

"Keep still— everybody ! " 

Tt was tho ronimiiuder shout trig from I he 
control ren Officers and <<.•■> -'.nuted it 
ii v.n the whole leng' at the gi.-m ! A 



led 






1 ■ . I- He i 



from the tip of < 



act flung I 



A woman m i earned : " lie's d > 1 
' Keen still — fVriySoii' ' " the i 

repeated, His words were di"V 
flood of -liouled questions • 
"What's happened’ Arc 
crash I Is the Meteor on Fire 
A little tut man who liad 
written all over him abruptly lost 
He ran forward f 



" They told i 



this 






coming 111 ronl 

electrocuted." 

"1 iliink we u'.l realise that the situation 
is somewhat serious; fnrtlier. that— a- iud- 
mander of this dirigible — our lives are in your 
hunds. 1 suggest, however, tliul some ex- 
planation is due to ns. How has thi« disaster 
Occurred? What is being done .d>out it? 
When null we proceed - . . . ? " 

The commander's bloodless face twitched. 
He glanced enquiringly at the Minister oi 



Aviation, who nodded back to him. Ho 
hesitated, then : 

" I can tell you very little. Mr. Gregory 
Preston, the meteorologist, who was travel- 
ling iu the control room at tho lime of tho 
accident, suggests Hint llie cause is entirely 
atmospheric. Our knowledge of the (ilia to 
sphere to-day. though considerable, is still 
fur from complete. It is Mr. Preston's con- 
tention that — just as there are ' air pockets ' 
at lower altitudes — there are certain compara- 
tively small areas in the stratosphere that 
attract ail the surrounding electrical energy. 
These electrical pockets are formed and 
dispersed under varying conditions of tem- 
perature and gravitation. ' 

" You mean the Meteor Ua- entered one 
oi these areas? " interjected the passenger. 

"That is Mr. Preston's contention," the 
commander said gravely. "As a result, tho 
metal of this dirigible is alive with elec- 
ti icily. Our instruments, motive power, 
radio aud so ou lmve ceased to function. We 
cannot move until the electrical energy out- 
side is dispersed. 1 must ask yon all to bo 
patient. In the meantime, efforts will ho 
ini'ile to divide all accommodation into safety 
areas, and every man and woman who tres- 
passes outside these areas is reminded that 
instant death is likely to he the penalty." 
The commander turned cautiously, and 

" You said the radio is out of action." tho 
passenger suddenly shouted, his lip* Irembl- 
nte. " Does that mean that an S.O.b. Ims 
not been sent out; does that mean that no- 
body knows where we are ? 1 ‘ 

"When it is found that no communica- 
tions are received from ns a search will bo 
.ommander said quietly. 
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-y- THE PERIL OF THE BLUE 
FLAMES 

L ESS than an hour after the last radio 
signal had tiecn received from the Meteor 
a flight of st ratoplones skimmed from tlm 

coiKfe.le of United Aviation Air-Port mid 
llnurdeml up into the blue. Jimmy 
Hampton, still hint over the tiiinsuiiUor, 
wr.t died them us they hurtled post tho glass 
uf the control tower. Then he turned raw 1 



dun 






was safe ; I paid five hundred pound- for my 
ticket. . . ." One uf his wildly-waving 
hands hit a music-stand. For a split second 
liis whole body quivered, then he fell heavily. 

" Keen slill — everybody ! " the i iiminumlrr 
repeated for the third time, licking at his 
dry lips. "Keep still— if you value your 
lives. The metal framework uf this ship 
and many other metal objects are charged 



The strain of the past hour was shown In 
his over-bright eyes, his haggard face and 
tousled hair. Every niimite he had waited 
for a call on the long-distance ’phone report- 
ing' the finding of the blazing pyro Uni had 
been the Meteor. 

The Prime Minister had been informed, 
and it was on his instructions tliat no word 

of the missing strato ship had yet reached 
the public. But secrecy couldn't he in 
definitely prolonged. When the Meteor 
failed to »ru»e on schedule at Bombay. . . . 

Now the flight "I stratoplane- lmd been 



The leader of the High 
minutes later : 

" (tailing United Av 



o keep 



Air-Port. Kly- 
ousnnd and still climbing. 
Nothing to report. Over." 

Jimmy grunted an acknowledgment, his 
mind tortured with thoughts of the Meteor, 
ol the Minister of Aviation, of the girl who 
hud laughed at the risk. . . . 

The flight of strainpiaiies climlied rapidly. 
At eighty -five thousand the leader flattened 
oat, aud the machines hurtled forward at 
tour hundred miles an boor. The minutes 
lengthened to an hour, to an honr and a half 
. . . then they saw it. The giant strato- 
ship hung motionless in space ; with no lighta 
gleaming froqi its glass ports, no flames stab- 
bing fr->m its rocket tubes. Just u dead 
ship in dead ail'. 

The flight lender sjioke into the mouth- 
piece of his transmitter : 
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’Plane That Came Back 




• M g.' up now . . . and come down tile same 
' v as the others ! " 

jimmy put out a restraining fraud, and 
g-mlly forced the oilier back into the chair. 

" Listen to me, Bob,” lie said quietly, 

You want to show ’em that it. was just 
common sense and not funk that brought you 
"ids alive. I want to go up there, too, to 
see— to sen . . . ." He hesitated, then : 

You see, I'm rather keen on a girl, and 
.-he — she's up there. So I've got to do some- 
thing about it too. Can’t we do something 
about- il — both of us? " 

The pilot smiled grimly. 

" There's death up there. We can die — 
that's all we win do about it." 

Listen. ” the radio operator broke in. 

have you got ally idea of what's happened 
‘o the Meteor, oE what happened to the other 
’planet? Hid you see anything that might 

Bob looked up again, and this time his 
eyes were gleaming. 

" You’re right, my son. Those blue 
flames ; just tiny flames like when you short 
tins leads of the motor! Old Preston — the 
fellow who has spent his life si tidying atmo- 
spheric conditions and all that sort of thing 
—he was telling ns about ;>. theory of his. 
Something about pockets of electrical energy. 
( remember il because J asked him the 
question. I’d been pioneering on a proposed 

• route at ninety thousand, mid iny motor 
marled petering, and J had a queer tingling 
all through my body just as if I’d got niy 
•‘‘I* mi one of those shocking coils Lhat T 
had when I was a kid. Thut's when he told 
me about Ins theory — and that's what has 
happened to the Meteor ! " 

" Hu on," Jimmy urged. 

" Maybe they re still alive — some of 'em. 
Only those who were in direct contact with 
metal would get a fatal shock. That's why 
she's showing no lights, why there's no radio, 

" And why the rest of your flight died 
before they got close enough,” Jimmy added 
.mbeily. 

“'If we could insulate a 'plane — find some 
menus oE getting in contact, of towing the 
dirigible clear of that pocket . . . the 
pilot was murmuring half to himself. " Have 
to be done quickly — -get the wing stays and 
bracing struts painted with liquid rubber, 
get an engine cover moulded from high- 
•> ullage bakelite. Maybe it would stand up 

" When do we start? ” Jimmy broke in. 

The pilot smiled for about the first time 
that day. “Go slow; I’m only theorising at 
the moment. I'll get along and have a chat 
with the works manager, and try to get him 
to do something between now and dawn. 
Meanwhile, you’d better turn in. If there's 
anything doing I'll give you a call before I 
start. That, starched-colliir guy is going to 
swallow Ilia words . . . one way or the 
other." 

The pilot hurried off, the same grim smile 
on his face. 

Jimmy went back to the control room and 
tried to think it out. Bob's plan seemed 
D.K. — in theory. That was the trouble, it 
was all theory. They weren't sure about that 
highly-charged pocket up there that was sup- 
posed to have sent, men and machines crash- 
ing to their doom. They weren’t sure that 
| key'd bo able to shift the huge dirigible. 
There'd never been a salvage job like it! 

The radio operator didn't sleep; the 
l bought, of the Meteor hovering motionless 
eighty thonsand feet up saw to that. Were 
1 hey still alive op there ? Was Kit still alive ? 

Lie heard somebody push aside the curtain 
.1 Iris cubicle in the hunk-house. The 
opera tor rolled over und recognised the pilot 
in the greying light. 

" O.K.,” Bob grunted briefly. “I'm 
leaving in ton minutes if you're coming." 

Jimmy rolled out of bed, pulled on his 
trousers with one hand, and grabbed at a wet 
.sponge with the other. He was standing out 
”'i flip concrete of the air-port within six 
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Salvage of the Stratosphere 



if SALVAGE IN SPACE 



A STRATOPLANE stood outside one of 
the hangars, and Cavstairs was carefully 
examining it. A high voltage cable from one 
of the works generators was being jabbed 
against the machine to test the new insula- 
tion. The cowl of the dynauiotor had been 
replaced by a bakelite cover. 

" Stood up to ten thousand volts on lest ! " 
the pilot explained, lie passed, the cable to 
n mechanic with a satisfied grin, and turned 
back to Jimmy: "Well. I reckon we can 
chance it ; we’ll stake everything — not ex- 
cluding our own miserable selves — on Ore- 
gory Preston's theory. Let's get going.” 
The radio operator followed the pilot into 
the hermetically -sealed cabin. Carstairs 
satisfied himself that the oxygen apparatus, 
was lunchitiniong ; then they were skimming 
across the concrete and up into the chill morn- 

They hurtled through the cloud barrier and 
into the cold glare of the rising sun. Climb- 
ing steeply at nearly a mile a minute, it 
wasn’t long before the pilot had levelled out 
and was speeding at full throttle along the 
Londdn-Bomliuy strato-route. It was here 
that Jimmy suddenly noticed the gnn project- 
ing above the cabin. He pointed to it, 
querying : ‘‘Why the armaments? " 

“ Little idea of my own,” Carstairs con- 
fessed. " ly'u good flying mound close to the 
Meteor unless we can salvage it. Got to get 
a tow-line fixed, and I hat'll all depend upon 
whether there's anybody moving about on 
the slvato-sfiip. J had this little gadget in- 
stalled during the night. Actually, it s a con- 
verted aerial harpoon from one of the latest 
whaling 'planes. The " shell " is lead, and ia 
attached to this drum of cable. The barrel 
ol the gun is ou a universal joint, swivelling 
in almost any direction. 

■' If there's anybody still living he'll attach 
the end of the line. I've had it heavily in- 
sulated to make it easier for the chap u't the 
other end— and to prevent it from becoming 
a high-tension load between the strato-ship 
and our 'plane. What d’you think of the 

We'H try it," Jimmy said simply. 
Ilalf-an-hour later the giant hull of the 
dirigible came into view : still suspended 
jflot rouless. 

"Beats me why they couldn’t come down 
if there were anybody alive," Jimmy said 
doubtfully. " Doesn't seem too hopeful." 

" I'd thought of that." the pilot put in, 
" but you can reckon that all the driving 
machinery lias been put out of order. That 
means they couldn't flood (he compressed air 
chambers. Anyway, reckon we'll know for 
Certain pretty soon." 

Curstairs brought the slratoplane to within 
a thousand yards of the dirigible and then 
banked round. He smiled grimly at Jimmy : 

The operator nodded. 

The pilot throttled down the motor and 
swung in. They waited tensely for the first 
signs of a dying motor, for that queer ting- 
ling in the arms and legs. Before they had 
time properly to realise that Gregory Preston 
had been light they were hurtling past the 
glass of the control cabin, and — yes J — Some- 
body was waving to them. Banked steeply 
and swung round again, and this time Jimmy 
recognised the commander, frig face aged by 
twenty years. 

“ Still living," Jimmy breathed with re- 
lief ; “ maybe we've going to succeed." 

"Got hi let 'em know our scheme," the 
pilot murmured thoughtfully. " I'll pass as 
slowly as T can; you try U> show him with 

They swung past eight times before a 
sudden nodding of the commander's head 
told them that Iib understood. They swung 
clear, and presently the riiidget-U fee figure of 
one of the crew appeared on tile promenade 
deck above the hull. Hu walked — or, rather, 
shuffled— along, aud. climbing above the 
dirigible,, jimmy saw llial ids hands and feet 



were swartlied in long rolls of rubber. He 
stood there, waiting. 

Carstairs swung the strateplone away, 
bunked round aud hurtled down to within 
fifty yards of the Meteor, lie judged it 
beautifully. Ilis finger compressed ou. the 
trigger, aud the weighted cable stabbed out 
in an arc and dropped just across the rails 
of the promenade dci k. Simultaneously, the 
pilot hanked round before the whirring drum 
hail run itself out. Round and round above 
the dirigible, every nerve tensed to keep the 
cable slack. 

They saw the man gingerly lifting the 
leaded weight, saw him ait aching the line tu 
one of the main girders. Saw him wave nil 
firm, and shuffle back towards rhe trap in 
the deck. . . . and know that the crisis had 

" Reckon she won't do it." the radio 
operator said doubtfully. " The .1 fetem 
must be nearly fifty Limes our size . . . 

" Neither size nor weight matters up here,"' 
Curs tairr-i explained. " There's practically 
no atmospheric resistance. We've got a 
sporting chance if wo go carefully." 

•Jimmy .sal and watched in fascinated 
admiration as the pilot took up the slack. 
Widening his circle ever so slightly, until 
the table was almost taut, was tautening, 

The slratoplane suddenly checked in its 
stride, then the pilot- was jabbing open the 
throttle. The cabin held, and there Was no 
doubt that the dirigible was moving in their 

Ten minutes Inter, Jimmy — watching 
anxiously behind — -aw a, little group of 
people appear on the promenade deck of the 
dirigible. Their heads and shoulders wore 
masked by I he oxygen apparatus, hm, there 
was no mistaking their actions. Their arms 
rose in the air in what was undoubtedly 
three rousing cheers. 

" Looks like We're out of the danger area," 
Cavstairs murmured. " II they can doctor 
up their controls a bit they're as good as 
safe." 

Jimmy looked behind again, and saw 
that the Iitlle group on the promenade 
deck was now waving wildly. Then he saw 
something else — the towing cable slacking 
between them and the dirigible coming ap- 
preciably closer. He swung back to Gar- 
stsifs : " Looks like they’ve got the rockets 
filing, tfrey'ie catching up on us I ” 

" Make sure ' " i lie pilot painted. 

Now there was no doubt about it. Jimmy 
could just glimpse the steady Hashes of flame 
astern of the hull. Cars I airs opened the 
throttle and released the brake on the cable 
dram. The line strong out and the end 
slipped from the harpoon gun aud dropped 
down. Jimmy saw one of the crew on tho 
promenade deck coiling it in. 

" If they've got the rocket lubes going 
the generators must be working. Try the 
radio,” the pilut suggested. 

' 1 Calling Meteor . . . Calling '* 

Jimmy got no further. A voice he recog- 
nised replied. 

" Meteor calling. Who are you?" 

" Salvage ‘plane just in front. Can you 
get down without assistance ? " 

' 1 Yes, thanks. But please keep in con- 

jimmy hesitated, then : 

" Are the passengers O.K.? " 

" Five dead, seventeen injured." 

" Is — is Kit — I mean is Miss Benson all 
right ? " the operator asked with a queer 
tightening of his throat, 

A sound that might- have been a half -sup- 
pressed chuckle — or perhaps it was just 
static — came from the other end. 

" Yes, she’s all right. At least, she seemed 
pretty lively when she gave us a song and 
dunce act during the night-. ..." 

" D'you reckon you could get her along 
to have a few words with me," Jimmy said 
eagerly. “ Tell her — tell her. . . .” 

“ Toll her to wait until you get her down 
to the air-port,” ln-oke in the pilot with a 
dry smile. 
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Back To Armour ! 
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The ultra-modern vessel, the German 
rotor-ship. is driven l»y the wind just like 
any old windjammer. Instead of sails, how- 
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and General Electric Railway Siznal 
Company, at a busy road junction in Wol- 
verhampton. 

The modern signals are now familiar to 
everyone, and the latest development of this 
idea, brought out by the same company that 
made tho original installation is the " Aiito- 
flex " sysloni, which wfis first used in Novem- 
ber last year, and is now giving satisfactory 
service in several places. 

Vehicles approaching the road junction pass 
over pneumatic detector mats installed in tho 
paths of the various traffic streams, ami so 
notify their movements to an electrically 
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Queer Cases Baffle 
Doctors 

F ROM various parts of the world come 
reports of queer medical cases which 
puzzle the ordinary person — and the skilled 

Recently .Scoops published an account of 
an American boy who. as the result of a rare 
disease, found "lliat Ills limits worn slowly 
turning to stone. Jt was known that an 
. >.. ' •■> of calcium in the body was tho cause 
of this horror — and when a vital organ is 
aff... :■ d the patient will die. 

X -■ there is the luminous woman of 
Pirano. iu Italy, from whose heart a ray of 
light shines at intervals. The flush lasts a 
second, and so strong does it become that 
a darken- t room is lit up momentarily, vet it 
does no: ..use a shadow to be thrown I 
Mean -a the patient has slept on. but 

her pulse, pteviousiv at 70, has now nseu to 
140. 

There must be some solution to the 
mvsterv — bat no one Snows it 1 

Recently discharged from a London 
hoepiul is a man who had the world's record 

might to I* dead. ’ f / 

Thermometers were broken before U was de- 

1-1 t the highest temperature of this 
e — . u.iioi y | .. : was 115 degrees, yet 
•r i it.ee lost consciousness Must people 
u e .: •‘•-if temperature reaches 105 degrees: 
And lastiy there are tho eases of the boy 
•Vho si united and the man whoso blood 
{Jhangrj to water The boy was found to be 
Mtflei.ng ftuui a complaint which nude him 
suddenly shoot loudly at intervals. No half- 
■ ry either 1 llts shoot* could be heard thirty 

The dicease which ki!!e-l a man by timi- 
ng hu blood almost to water was the rarest 
• . !-■ o> . njmia in wbirh the red n»""» 
wi'hin the hones which normally forms and 
keeps the blood liealthy no longer does so 
. nd th« patient dies through a lack of blood 

cells. 



Days As Long As A 
Month 

S OME time, hundreds of millions of years 
ui the fultiie, the day will bo as long as 
a month 1 

Thi-., so n scientist who bos studied the 
subject believes, will lie brought ulioiil bv 
the effect of tidal friction on the Earth's 

ns has taken plate the day will he 
lv a mouth long, hut owing to 
Earth the day is not likely to cx- 

Fter-i this period onwards the Earth and 
the Moon will revolve as they would if 
opposite ends of a rigid pole and 
. r half the Earth will never see the 
H ... r. i-. t:i. while the other halt will always 
l . •• t in its sky ! 




ever, the modern vessel has huge rotors, 
which the wind drives round and so generates 
current f"r the ship's electric motors. 

One of the earliest of man's forms of power 
— the water wheel — is now coming into its 
own iu the case of giaut hydro-elcclric under- 
takings. 

And now America, Mecca of all that is 
modern, is starting to bring back armour! 
In the town of Columbus, Ohio, policemen 
are being equipped with ail up-to-date form 
of armour as a protection against dangerous 
criminals. Jointed plates of heavy steel 
cover the officer's body ns a protection against 
gunfire, while he con see all that is going on 
by means of a bnllet-proof glass window. 

’in addition, there is an aperture through 
which the [loliceman can return an attacker's 
fire. 



It’s Two Days To The 
Moon Note! 

A CCORDING to the estimate of Profes- 
sor Isidore Hay, director of the Lyons 
Astronomii ,tl Society, in France, a rocket 
propelled by radium could lie built which 
would complete the journey from thp Eaith 
to the Moon in - two days! 



Controlling The Traffic 

N OW that electromatie vehicle-actuated 

traffic signals have become a common in- 
stitution at nil busy cross-roads, it is in- 
teresting to look back and follow the courso 
of lltcir development. 

The idea is not a new one, for as far back 

to helping tlie police control traffic, intro- 
duced a method of mechanical signalling. It 
took the form of a semaphore, with ted and 
green lamps for night use: bn; an unfortunate 
explosion put a premature end to lliis ex- 
periment. 

Early in the present century, signals like 
ordinary railway signals were used on certain 
tramway mutes and also for traffic control on 
Tower bridge. 

Colour-light signals were first used to coa- 
■■ New York in 1918. 

The first installation nf the modern British 
traffic signal was made in 1S26 by the Sie- 
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operated controller. These “mats ” are like 
the evea and ears of the policeman. The 
signal changes take place only when the in- 
tersection is clear, so there is no necessity 
for long " amber " periods. 

We now have quite a workable system, but 
little improvements and additions are can-, 
stantly being made. 

What next . . .? 



To Test A Driver — Look 
At His Face 

A PSYCHOLOGIST can. just by looking 
at vour face, tell you definitely whether 
or nor you are aide to drive a car really well. 

He has worked out an amazing series of 
points for which he looks, and ho declares 
that his " look over " is just as conclusive 
as that obtained by the subject luring niado 
to drive a car under lhe eye of an expert 
driver and examiner. 

Among his " findings ” are the following : 
All ability to drive a car veil conies from 
having a sense of weight. The strength of 
this faculty can lie tolJ by looking at the 
size of the eyebrow ridge which is above the 
pupil of the eye. 

Where the eyebrow is laeking so is a sens* 

A face which tapers towards the chin anti 
has wide and high cheek bones offers proof 
of skill iu carrying out- movements of all 
kinds. Bad drivers will include those whoso 
eyes are Set. very close together and also 
people with a short upper lip. 

No More Hunting House 
Names 



J UST at a time when postal authorities in 
England are starling to tackle the nuisance 
of householders in long streets calling their 
houses L-v fan v names and refusing to Imvo 
them numbered, tomes a heme which would 
wipe out house names and street titles 
altogether. 

Xu American Army officer has suggested to 
tlie postal controllers a variation of the inili- 
t.irv method of locating places. For this it 
would be necessary to take a certain point as 
“ Zero," ami from it, right across tho 
country, draw u sequence of north ami south 
dividing lines. These would again lie crossed 
by other lines at right angles, so that on 
paper the country was cut up into vast 
squares. Tho largo squares would again be 
divided into squares of a very small area, so 
that by rending up and across large and small 
squares, as with graph paper, it would be 
possible to locale any given spot quickly. 

Now. if every one of these lines was num- 
l*red, all it would bo neeessaiy to do would 
be to give the north -and -south and also tho 
east-olid west numbers of any house, and a 
fi tter would find its way there without the 
slightest chance of error. 

By the us- of special envelopes and cards, 
oil which the desired numbers could be 
punched, automatic machines could sort this 
type of mail at very high speeds. 

It's certainly an ideaj 
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